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PREFACE, 


2 
a 


Tur Committee appointed by the Annual Assembly to prepare a new Hymn Book for 
the use of Free Methodist Sunday Schools have spared no pains to produce a thoroughly 
good book. Many hymns that were in the old book have not been inserted in the present 
collection. It is not improbable that the absence of a few of these may be regretted in 
some schools; but without a considerable elimination it would not have been practicable 
to introduce a large number of modern hymns. 


In selecting new hymns, the Committce have carefully examined all School Hymnals 
of any merit, and have chosen such hymns as in their united judgment were best 
adapted for children’s worship. It will be found that many of these hymns are written 
in what are commonly called peculiar metres; but suitable tunes may be found for 
them in the Musical Edition, which contains a tune for every hymn. As there are 
hymns adapted for Anniversaries and Special Occasions in all the Sections of the book, 
it is hoped that our teachers will find sufficient hymns to meet their requirements for 
some years to come, 


As hymns are often adapted to more than one topic or occasion, the Committee have 
prepared not only a Table of Contents, but also an Index for Special Seasons and Ser- 
vices. By consulting it, teachers and friends will be able to find hymns under various 
sections which are suitable tor Prayer Meetings, for Evangelistic and Missionary 
Services, tor Lectures and Mutual Improvement Societies, for the Seasons of the Year, 
for those at Sea, and also for Domestic Worship. 


The following are the names of the members of the Committee appointed to prepare 
this Hymnal; 


RALPH ABERCROMBIE, M.A. 
SAMUEL SAXON BARTON, 
RICHARD CHEW. 

ANDREW CROMBIB. 
ALFRED JONES. 

JOSEPH KiRsop. 


GEORGE LUCKLEY 

MARMADUKE MILLER, 

JOHN MYERS; 

THOMAS SNAPE. ; 
THOMAS WATSON. 

JOHN SWANN WITHINGTON, Convenes, 


The Committee present their grateful acknowledgments to the following Authors 
and Proprietors for their kind permission to insert copyright hymns: 


Rev. S. Baring-Gould, 247, 355. 

Mr. A. H. Bateman (for the late Mr. H. 
Bateman), 435. 

Rev. C. §. Bere (for Miss Jane M. Camp- 
bell), 362. 

Rev. A: G. W. Blunt; 372. 

gene Dr. Horatius Bonar, 92, 170, 203, 401 


Messrs. Burns & Oates (for the late Rev. 
FF, W. Faber), 48, 71. 

The late Mr. John Burton, junr., 116, 136, 
156, 162, 318, 454. 

Rev. E. Caswall (Executors of the late), 174. 


Rev. J. Compston, 475. 

Mrs. Conder (for the late Rev. G. W. 
Conder), 3. 

Mr. G. T. Congreve, 99 (from “Géms Of 


Song vay e 
Mrs. A. R. oust 207. : 
Rev. H. E. T. Cruso (for the late Dean 


Alford), oBaP 

Messrs. Curwen & Sons (for the late Rey. 
W.F. Callaway), 433; (for the late Mrs, 
Parson), 129, 269, 351; (and for Mrs, 
Shelly), 122, 319. 

Miss H, O. Dobree, 388. 


Miss Sarah Doudney, 34, 47. 

Mrs. Downton (for the late Rev. H. Down- 
ton), 360. 

Editors of ‘‘ Home Hymn Book,” 94. 

Miss Matilda Betham-Edwards, 418. 

Rev. John Ellerton, 9, 337, 373. 

Miss E. S. Elliott, 31. 

The Lord Bishop of Exeter, 151. 

Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., 32. 

Rev. Canon Furse (for the late Rey. J. 8. B. 
Monsell), 368, 402. 

Rev. Charles Garrett, 479, 

Rev. W. Gaskell, Family of the late, 225. 

Mrs. E. A. Godwin, 192. 

Mee. Gunn (for the late Rey. H. M. Gunn), 


Mise ‘Kate Hankey, 111. 

Miss M. V. G. Havergal (for the late Miss 
F. R. Havergal), 231, 290, 299, 358, 400, 459. 

Miss Hearn (Marianne Farningham), 379. 

Mr. E. Hodder, 44. 

Mrs. Hood (for the late Rev. E. Paxton 
Hood), 7, 42, 179. 

Rev. J. Page Hopps, 121 

Bishop W. W. How, 39, 50, 145, 229, 328, 366, 
369, 371. 

Miss A. M. Hull, 59, 410. 

The late Mr. W. M. Hutchings, 294. 

Rey. E. H. Jackson, 440. 

a Right Hon. the Countess of Jersey, 


Mr. J, Jukes (for the late Rev. R. Jukes), 53. 

Miss J. E. Leeson (Executors of the late), 
134, 142, 407, 455. 

Rey. Dr. R. F. Littledale, 361. 

London Sunday School Union (for Mr. W. 
H. Groser), 190. 

Mrs. “eg (for the late Rey. T. T. Lynch), 
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ar Pees (for the late Rev. Dr. Lyth), 270 


Mos. ay IE Maude, 

Rey. D. McLeod Gir tiie late Rev. Dr. 
Norman McLeod), 227. 

Mr. Albert Midlane, 268, 380. 

Miss 8S. L. Moore, 374, 

Messrs. Morgan & Scott (from “Sacred 
Songs and Solos”’), 46, 58, 183, 188. 

National Temperance League, "460, ATT. 

Messrs. nee & Co. (for the late Rev. J.D 
Burns), 237. 

Messrs. Oliphant, Anderson & Ferrier (for 
the late Rev. R. M. McCheyne), 258; (and 
the late Mrs. M. L. Duncan), 426. 

Mr. F. T. Palgrave, 448. 

Mr. W. H. Parker, 81, i 449, 

Mr. S. W. Partridge, 1 

Proprietors of “ ay ain Ancient and 
Modern,” 41 

Messrs. Richardson & Sons (for the late 
Rev. Dr. Faber), 48, 71. 

The late Rev. R. Robinson, 271. 

Rey. R. H. Robinson, 91. 

The Lord Bishop of Salisbury (for the late 
Bishop Wordsworth, D.D.), 89. 

Mr, Frederick Sherlock, 464. 

Rev. Thornley Smith, 312. 

Rev. W. R. Stevenson (for Mrs. M. B, 
Stevenson), 25. 

Canon T. A. Stowell, 251, 376. 

Rev. Godfrey Thring, 40. 

Wesleyan Sunday School Union (for Rey. 
Mark Guy Pearse), 36. 

Rey. F. Whitfield, 68. 

The late Mr. W. Whiting, 150. 

Rev. Dr. W. M. Whittemore, 104, 221. 

The late Miss C. Winkworth, 65. 

Mr. A. Young, 445. 


The following original hymns have been presented to the Committee, for which they 
tender sincere thanks to the undermentioned Authors: 


Rev. James E. Arnold, 272. 
Rey. Edward Boaden, ’303, 467. 


. 


Rey. Alfred Jones, 363. 
Mr. Thomas Schofield, 149, 336. 


Permission bas been purchased for the insertion of the following hymns: 


Mr. W. Chatterton Dix, 35, 152, 223. 
Messrs. Longman & Co. (for Miss C. Wink- 
worth), 390—from “ Lyra Germanica.” 


Messrs. J. Masters & Co. (for Mrs. Cecil F. 
Alexander), 26, 38, 55, 138. 
Miss Annie Matheson, 246, 450. 


Special thanks are due to Mr. W. T. Brooke, of London, for valuable assistance in 
ascertaining the authorship and copyright of hymns in this collection. s 


If any copyrights have been. unintentionally infringed, the Committee sincerely 
apologise, and will be glad to acknowledge their obligation to authors or proprietors ix 


the next edition of this Hym™al]. 


PREFACE TO THE MUSICAL EDITION. 


THE MusicaAu Epition of this Hymna has been prepared in pursuance of a resolution 
passed by the ANNUAL ASSEMBLY of 1886. The selection of tunes was entrusted to: 


Mr. MARMADUKE M. BARTON. Mr. FREDERICK W. DrIxon. 
Mr. JAMES M. CABLE. Rev. ARTHUR J. WALEKDEN, 


The work has been edited by Mr. MARMADUKE M. Barron, Associate of the Royal 
| College of Music, by whom the harmonies of tunes not copyright have been carefully 
revised. 


Many of the tunes from the old book have been retained on the ground of their 
recognised excellence; a careful selection of others has been made from the best and 
most recent sources available; while several tunes have been expressly written for this 
work. 


A few tunes, which may not be regarded as possessing much musical merit, have been 
included on account of their popularity, or because of their long association with the 
words to which they are set. 


Special attention has been given to the melodies of well-known tunes, and it is 
believed that those adopted in this work will command general approval. 


: Though permission to use a few copyright tunes has been refused, consent has been - 
obtained to insert a large number of the finest tunes of modern composers. 


Grateful acknowledgments are due to the following gentlemen who have written 
tunes expressly for this work: 


Mr. J. F. Barnett, Nos. 114, 127, 150, 267. Mr. J. M. Cable, Nos. 21, 332, 353. 


Mr. M. M. Barton, Nos. 160, 210. Mr. Charles Wood, No. 478. 
Mr. J. F. Bridge, Mus. Doc., Nos. 47, 58, 


Respectful thanks are also tendered to the following for the free use of their copyright 
tunes and arrangements : 


Her Most Gracious MAJESTY THE QUEEN, No. 483, by H.R.H. the late PRINCE ConsoRT 


Dr. Henry Allon, Nos. 2, 96, 413. Mrs. Crane (for the Rey. W. H. Havergal), 
Mr. F. G. Baker, No. 18. Nos. 188, 231, 269; (and for Miss Frances 
Mr, Henry Baker, No. 4, . R. Havergal), Nos. 290, 299, 358, 400, 459. 
Colonel G. W. Bowdler Bell, No. 43. The late Mr. W. J. Crofts, No. 75. 

Mrs. C. Bere, No. 249 (2nd Tune), Mrs. E. A. Curteis, No. 209. 

Rey. R. B. Borthwick, No. 159, Messrs.’ J. Curwen & eke Nos. 421,-433, 
Rey. H. 8. Carter, No. 9. Mr. J. Dobson, No. 302 


Messrs. Cassell & Co., No. 26. Mr. F. Dykes, Nos. 69, 154, 412, 416. 
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Lady Ewing, No. 222. 

Mr. J. Farmer, No. 32. 

Mr. J. Foster, Nos. 119, 164. 

Mr. W. B. Gilbert, Mus. oer, Nos. 116, 252, 
(2nd Tune). 

Mr. J. Guest, No. 99. 

Mr. Henry Hall (London Sunday School 
Union), Nos. 3, 190. 

Mrs. H. Hawkins, Nos, 22, 94, 415 (2nd 
Tune), 448 (from “ Home Hymn Book”). 

Mr J. Hayhurst, Nos. 158, 270. 

Rey. Frank Hird (for late Mr. F. W. Hird), 
Nos, 268.(2nd Tune), 366. 

Mr. W. H. Jude, Nos. 235, 426. 

Rey. ‘Charles H. Kelly (Wesleyan Sunday 
School Union), Nos. 36, 221, 277, 324, 355. 

Mr. C. E. Kettle, No. 403. 

Mr. James Langran, No. 259. 

Mr. W. J. Leng (National Temperance 
League), Nos. 475, 477. 

Messrs. J. & A. Mack, No. 53. 

Bishop Maclagan, No. 62. 

Mr. A. H. Miles, No. 23. 


MUSICAL EDITION. 


Lo ue Mr. Marmaduke Miller, senr. 

NO. 335. 

Messrs. Morgan & Scott, Nos. 31, 46, 51, 59, 
60, 78, 103, 105, 111, 117, 118, 128, 130, 146, 
153, 169, 173, 180, 182, 187, 194, 196, 200, 201, 
224, 226, 228, 252, 253, 208, 404, 471 

Mr. R. S. Newman, No. 7. 

Rey. Sir F. A. Gore Ouseley, Bart., No. 214. 

Mr. J. Palmer, No. 367. 

Mrs. Palmer, No. Ri 

My. F. Pitman, No. 309 

pest agit of Bristol Tune Book, Nos. 119, 

6: 

Proprietors of London Tune Book, No. 40. 

Proprietors of Wesley Tune Book, No. 469, 

Proprietors of Hymns Ancient and Modern 
(per Rey. W. Pulling), Nos. 84, 352. 

Mr. T. German Reed, No. 331. 

Messrs. Richardson & Sons, Nos. 113, 388. 

Mr. Frederick Sherlock, No. 454 

Mr. W. Smallwood, Nos. 181, 315. 

Mr. Samuel Smith, Nos. 268, 368, 479. 

Mr. J. Walch, Nos. 68, 204. 


Permission to use copyright tunes has been purchased from the following : 


Mr. John Adcock, Nos. 76, 216, 370, 427, 
Mr. W. H. Bonner, No. 470. 
Mr. Arthur H. Brown, No. 170. 
Rev. R. R. Chope, No. 149. 
Rev. T. Darling, Nos. 91, 348. 
Lady Victoria Evans Freke, No. 337. 
The late Dr. Gauntlett, ao 72, 312, 369 
Mrs. Gauntlett, Nos. 38, 108. 
Dr. E. J. Hopkins, Nos. 122, 191. 
es R. Jackson, No. 208. 

r. A, H. Mann, No. 242, 
ire J. Masters & Co., Nos. 56, 80. 
Mr. F. Morgan, NG 88. 


Messrs. Nisbet & Co., Nos. 11, 30, 303, 329. 

Messrs. Novello, Ewer & Co., Nos. 45, 93, 
120, 156, 175, 203, 247, 251, 285, 395. 

Sir Herbert Oakeley, Mus. Doc., No. 345. 

Proprietors of the Children’s Hymn Book 
(per Miss M. A. Sidebotham, Nos. 26 (the 
Harmonies), 251 (2nd be 298, 364, 376. 

Messrs. J. F. Shaw & Co., N i 

Sir R. P. Stewart, No. 10. 

Sir Arthur Sullivan, Nos. 145, 195, 227, 237, 
246, 371. 

Mr. A. E. Tozer, No. 174. 

Rey. F. G. Wesley, No. 34. 


Every effort has been made to ascertain the names of the owners of copyright tunes 


published in this volume, but in a few cases without success. 


Where tunes have been 


used without permission, the Committee trust that they may be pardoned for what is an 
involuntary infringement of copyright, and, on such being pointed out, they will gladly 
give the usual acknowledgment in future editions of this work. 


In conclusion, the compilers express the confident hope that a book has been 
produced which will adequately supply a long-felt want, and prove a source of great — 
pleasure and profit in the Family Circle as well as in the Sunday School. 
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Hursley 345, 384, 
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427 
443 
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SCHOOL HYMNS. 


God the Sather. 


AIS WORSHIP. 
Old thundredth.—L.m. 


saa da a) 1545. 


1 AuL people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice: 
Him serve with mirth, His praise forth tell, 
Come ye before Him, and rejoice. 


2 Know that the Lord is God indeed ; 

Without our aid He did us make: 

We are His flock, He doth us feed, 
And for His sheep He doth us take. 


3 O enter then His gates with praise, 
Approach with joy His courts unto ; 
Praise, laud, and bless His name always, 
For it is seemly so to do. 


4 For why? the Lord our God is good, 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth at all times firmly stood, 
And shall from age to age endure. 


WILLIAM KETHE, 
1 B 


GOD THE FATHER. 


2 ‘fbougbton.—s.5. 5. a 5.6.5. 


roe ae a Mus. Doce. 


1 O worsuip the King, 
All glorious above 5 
O gratefully sing 
His power and His love, 
Our Shield and Defender, 
The Ancient of days, 
Pavilioned in splendour, 
And girded with praise. 


2 O tell of His might, 
O sing of His grace, 
Whose robe is the light, 
Whose canopy space ; 
His chariots of wrath 
Deep thunder-clouds form, 
And dark is His path 
On the wings of the storm, 


3 The earth with its store 
Of wonders untold, 
Almighty ! Thy power 
Hath founded of old ; 

Hath ’stablished it fast, 
By a changeless decree, 

And round it hath cast, 
Like a mantle, the sea. 


4 Thy bountiful care 
What tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air, 
It shines in the light, 
It streams from the hills, 
It descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distils 
In the dew and the rain. 
5 Frail children of dust, 
And feeble as frail, 
In Thee do we trust, 
Nor find Thee to fail : 
Thy mercies how tender, 
How firm to the end, 
Our Maker, Defender, 
Redeemer, and Friend ! 


6 O measureless Might ! 
Ineffable Love ! 
While angels delight 
To hymn ‘Thee above, 
The humbler creation, 
Though feeble their lays, 
With true adoration 
Shall lisp to Thy praise. 
SIR R. GRANT. 


3 Balmoral.—vz.7. 7.7. 7.7. 


W. H. HARPER. 
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1 Att things praise Thee, Lord most high ;4 All things praise Thee; high and low, 


} Heaven and earth, and sea and sky, Rain and dew, and seven-hued bow, ~ 
} All were for Thy glory made, Crimson sunset, fleecy cloud, 
That Thy greatness thus displayed Rippling stream, and tempest loud, 
Should all worship bring to Thee. Summer, winter, all to Thee 
All things praise Thee: Lord, may we. Glory render: Lord, may we. 
2 All things praise Thee, night to night 5 Allthings praise Thee, heaven’shigh shrine 
Sings in silent hymns of light: Rings with melody divine ; 
All things praise Thee, day to day Lowly bending at Thy feet, 
Chants Thy power in burning ray ; Seraph and archangel meet ; 
Time and space are praising Thee, This their highest bliss to be 


All things praise Thee: Lord, may we. Eyer praising: Lord, may we. 
3 All things praise Thee ; round her zones, 6 All things praise Thee, gracious Lord, 


Earth, in her ten thousand tones, Great Creator, powerful Word, 
Rolls a ceaseless choral strain ; Omnipresent Spirit, now 
Roaring wind and deep-voiced main, At Thy feet we humbly bow, 
Rustling leaf and humming bee, Lift our hearts in praise to Thee ; 


All things praise Thee: Lord, may we. All things praise Thee: Lord, may we. 


4 WAbitburn.—.m. 


G. W. CONDER, 


H. Baker, Mus. Bac. 


th 


1 WE thank Thee, Lord, for this fair earth, 8 Yet teach us still how far more fair, 
The glittering sky, ‘the silver sea ; ; Thou glorious Father, in Thy sight, 
For all their beauty, all their worth, Is one pure deed, one holy prayer, 
Their light and glory, come from Thee. One heart that owns Thy spirit’s might. 


2 Thine are the flowers that clothe the 4 So while we gaze with thoughtful eye 


ground, On all the gifts Thy love has given, 
The trees that wave their arms above, Help us in Thee to live and die, 
The hills that gird our dwellings round, By Thee to rise from earth to heaven. 
As Thou dost gird Thine own with love. BISHOP COTTON, 


3 


GOD THE FATHER. 


ns os 7.8.7. 
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1 Micury God, while angels bless Thee, 
May we children lisp Thy name? 
Lord of men as well as angels, 
Thou art every creature’s theme. 


2 Lord of every land and nation, 
Ancient of eternal days, 
Sounded through the wide creation 
Be Thy just and lawful praise. : 


83 For the grandeur of Thy nature, 
Grand beyond a seraph’s thought ; 
For created works of power, 4 
Works with skill and kindness wrought ; 


4 For Thy providence, that governs 
Through Thy empire’s wide domain, 
Wings an angel, guides a sparrow; 
Blesstd be Thy gentle reign. 


5 But Thy rich, Thy free redemption, 
Far beyond all praise is found ; 
Thought is poor, and poor expression, f 
When we try Thy love to sound. | 


6 From the highest throne of glory, 
To the cross of deepest woe, 
For such love to guilty captives 
May Thy praise for ever flow. ‘| 
R. ROBINSON, | 
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HIS WORSHIP, 


6 eEpbraim, —7.7. 7.7. 


z T. LESLIE, Mus. Doc. 
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1 Praise to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowns our days ; 
Bounteous source of every joy, 

Let Thy praise our tongues employ. 


2 For the blessings of the field, 

For the stores the gardens yield, 
For the joy the harvests bring, 
| Grateful praises now we sing. 


3 Flocks that whiten all the plain, 
Yellow sheaves of ripened grain, 
Clouds that drop refreshing dews, 
Suns that genial heat diffuse ; 


4 All that spring with bounteous hand 
Scatters o’er the smiling land, 
All that liberal autumn pours 
From her rich o’erflowing stores ; 


| 5 These to Thee, our God, we owe, 
Source whence all our blessings flow ; 
And for these our souls shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 
MRS, BARBAULD. 
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GOD THE FATHER. 


7 Merridale.—z.6. 7.6. D. 


RICHARD 8. NEWMAN. 


1st and 4th verses. 
r = 


His WORSHIP. 


1 Gop, who hath made the daisies, 
And every lovely thing, 
He will accept our praises, 
And hearken while we sing. 
He says, though we are simple, 
Though ignorant we be, 
‘«Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me.” 


2 Though we are young and simple, 

In praise we may be bold ; 

The children in the temple 
He heard in days of old. 

And if our hearts are humble, 
He says to you and me, 

‘*Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me.” 


3 He sees the bird that wingeth 
Its way o’er earth and sky ; 
He hears the lark that singeth 
Up in the heaven so high ; 
He sees the heart’s low breathings, 
And says (well pleased to see), 
‘* Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me.” 


4 Therefore we will come near Him, 

And solemnly we’ll sing; 

No cause to shrink or fear Him ; 
We'll make our voices ring ; 

For in our temple speaking, 
He says to you and me, 

‘« Suffer the little children, 
And let them come to Me.” 

E. PAXTON HOOD. 


8 Wtenna.—z7.7. 7.7. 


J. H. Kyecut, 1793. 


1 Sonas of praise the angels sang, 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang, 
When Jehovah’s work begun, 

“When He spake and it was done, 


2 Songs of praise awoke the morn 
When the Prince of Peace was born ; 
Songs of praise arose when He 
Captive led captivity. 


3 Heaven and earth must pass away ; 
Songs of praise shall crown that day ; 
God will make new heavens and earth ; 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 


4 And shall man alone be dumb, 
Till that glorious kingdom come ? 
No! the Chureh delights to raise 
Psalms and hymns aud songs of praise. 


5 Saints below, with heart and voice, 
Still in songs of praise rejoice, 
Learning here, by faith and love, 
Songs of praise to sing above. 


6 Borne upon their latest breath, 
Songs of praise shall conquer death ; 
Then, amidst eternal joy, 
Songs of praise their powers employ. 
J, MONTGOMERY. 


GOD THE FATHER. 


9 Slingsby.—s.7. 8.7. 


E. S. CARTER. 


1 Day by day we magnify Thee, 4 Day by day we magnify Thee, 
When our hymns in school we raise, Not in words of praise alone ; 
Daily work begun and ended, ~ Truthful lips, and meek obedience, 
With the daily voice of praise. Show Thy glory in Thine own. 
2 Day by day we magnify Thee, 5 Day by day we magnify Thee, 
When as each new day is born, When for Jesu’s sake we try 
On our knees at home we bless Thee Even wrong to bear with patience, 
For the mercies of the morn. Every sin to mortify. 
3 Day by day we magnify Thee, 6 Day by day we magnify Thee, 
In our hymns before we sleep ; _ Till our days on earth shall cease, 
Angels hear them, watching by us, Till we rest from these our labours, 
Christ’s dear lambs all night to keep. Waiting for Thy day in peace. 


J. ELLERTON, 


10 Pilgrimage.—v.7. 7.7. 


1 Gop of love, before Thee now 2 Let it soften every breast, 
Help us all in love to bow ; - Hush ungentle thoughts to rest, 
As the dews on Hermon fall, Till we feel ourselves to be 
Let Thy blessing rest on all. Children of one family ; 


HIS WORSHIP. 


8 Children, who can look above 
For a heavenly Father’s love, 
Who shall meet, life’s journey past, 
In that Father’s house at last. 


4 But while thankfully we stand 
Round Thy footstool, hand in hand, 
Yet one humble, earnest plea, 
Father, we would bring to Thee. 


Clarion.—v.7.7.7. 


5 Far across the ocean wave, 
Brethren, sisters too, we have ; 
But they have not heard of Thee ; 
Wilt Thou not their Father be ? 


6 Let them hear the Shepherd’s yoice 
And beneath His care rejoice ; 
And together let them come 
To the fold, while yet there’s room. 
ANON, 


KE. F. RrmpBavrt, LL.D. 
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1 Let us, with a gladsome mind, 
Praise the Lord, for He is kind ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


2 Let us sound His name abroad, 
For of gods He is the God ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Hyver faithful, ever sure. 


3 He, with all-commanding might, 
Filled the new-made world with light ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 

Ever faithful, ever sure. 


4 He, the golden-tressed sun 
Caused all day his course to run ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure: 


5 And the moon to shine by night 
*Mong her spangled sisters bright ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Eyer faithful, ever sure. 


6 He His chosen race did bless, 
In the wasteful wilderness ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


7 He hath, with a piteous eye, 
Looked upon our misery ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


8 All things living He doth feed, 
His full hand supplies their need ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


9 Let us, then, with gladsome mind, 
Praise the Lord, for He is kind ; 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 
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JOHN MILTON, 


GOD THE FATHER. 
HIS PERFECTIONS. 
12 UWbitburn.—.M. 


H. Baker, Mus. Bac. 


1 Amone the deepest shades of night, Yet there I could not be alone, 
Can there be One who sees ae way? On every side there would be God. 
Yes ;.God is like a shining light, . “ P 2 y 
That turns the darkness into day. e Bes sie & ee hell; 
2 When every eye around me sleeps, I must within His presence dwell; 
May I not sin without control? I cannot from his anger flee, 
No; for a constant watch He keeps F 
On every thought of every soul. 5 8 io may Hee ae sore neg oar 
3 If I could find some cave unknown, And while He sees me weeping there, 
Where human feet had never trod, There’s merey beaming in His eye. 


MRS. GILBERT. 


13 Samson,—L.M. 


HANDEL. 


1 Give to our God immortal praise, His mercies ever shall endure, 
ae cate, are a be, Ways} ; When lords and kings are known no move, 
hes pegrreeae ye Se 3 He built the earth, He spread the sky 
j = And fixed the starry lights on high; 
2 Give to the Lord of lords renown, Wonders of grace to God belong, 
The King of kings with glory crown; Repeat His mercies in your song. 


10 


HIS PERFECTIONS. 


4 He fills the suu with morning light, 5 He sent His Son with power to save 
He bids the moon direct the night; From guilt, and darkness, and the graye; 


His mercies ever shall endure, 


Wonders of grace to God belong, 


When suns and moons shall shine no more, Repeat His mercies in your song. 


14 Golbanti.—s.3. 8.3. 8.8.8.3. 


ISAAO WATTS, 


Old Tune. 
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1 Com, let us all unite and sing, 3 How happy is our portion here; 


God is love! 


God is love! 


While heaven and earth their praises bring, His promises our spirits cheer ; 


God is love! God is love! 

Let every soul from sin awake, He is our Son and Shield by day, 

Their harps now from the willows take, by night He near our tents will stay, 

And sing with me for Jesu’s sake, He will be with us all the way; 
God is love! God is love! 

2 O tell to earth’s remotest bound, 4 What though my heart and flesh should 

God is love! God is love! [fail ? 

In Christ I have redemption found ; Through Christ I shall o’er death prevail ; 
God is love! God is love! 

His blood has washed my sins away, Through Jordan’s swell I will not fear, 

His Spirit turns my night to day, My Jesus will be with me there, 

And now my soul with joy can say, My head above the waves to bear; 
God is love! God is love ! 


u HOWARD KINGSBURY, 


GOD THE FATHER. 
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1 My soul, repeat His praise Is such as tender parents feel ; 
Whose mercies are so great ; He knows our feeble frame. 


Whose anger is so slow to rise, 5 He knows we are but dust, 
So ready to abate. Scattered with every breath ; 
2 High as the heavens are raised His anger, like a rising wind, 
Above the earth we tread, Can send us swift to death. 
So far the riches of His grace “ 
Our highest, thoughts exceed. : Or like the pene ak 
> 


3 His power subdues our sins ; If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field, 
And His forgiving love, It withers in an hour. 
Far as the east is from the west 
Doth all our guilt remove. ‘ ‘ Ee pet Ee On 
4 The pity of the Lord, And children’s children ever find 
To those that fear His name, Thy words of promise sure. 
ISAAC WATTS. 


God is GOO0d.—6.5. 6.5. 


HIS PERFECTIONS. 


1 Sze the shining dewdrops 4 In the leafy tree-tops, 
On the flowers strewed, Where no fears intrude, 
Proving as they sparkle, Merry birds are singing, 
“God is ever good.” “God is ever good.” 
2 See the morning sunbeams 5 He who came to save us, 
Lighting up the wood, Shed His precious blood ; 
Silently proclaiming, “* Better things it speaketh,” 
“God is ever good.” “God is ever good.” 
83 Hear the mountain streamlet, 6 Bring, my heart, thy tribute, 
In its solitude, Songs of gratitude ; 
With its ripple saying, - All things join to tell us, 
“God is ever good.” ““God is ever good.” 


AMERICAN, 


17 Snterlachen.—s.7. 8.7. 


F. SILCHER. 
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1 Gop is love! His mercy brightens 3 Hen the hour that darkest seemeth, 


All the path in which we rove : Will His changeless goodness prove ; 
Joy He gives, and woe He lightens, From the mist His brightness streameth, 
God is light, and God is love ! God is light, and God is love ! 
2 Time and change are busy ever, 4 He with earthly cares entwineth 
Man decays and ages move ; Hope and comfort from above ; 
But His mercy waneth never, Everywhere His glory shineth, 
God is light, and God is love ! God is light, and God is love ! 


SIR JOHN BOWRING. 
13 


GOD THE FATHER. 


6t. Saviour.—c.m. 
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1 To God I now my tribute bring, 3 He conquered death, that mighty foe, 
Whose grace is rich and free ; And set the captives free ; 
T love His name, His grace I'll sing, I'll shout His praise, while here below, 
Because He first loved me. Because He first loved me. 
2 His mercy doth to all extend, 4 And when I reach fair Canaan’s shore, 
*Tis an unbounded sea ; I shall His glory see ; 
O may I love Him to the end, Then will I praise and love Him more, 
Because He first loved me. Because He first loved me. 
ANON. 


Misstionary.—v7.6. 7.6. D. 


Dr. LOWELL MASON. 


HIS PERFECTIONS. 


1 How dearly God must love us, He gives our needful clothing, 
And this poor world of ours, And sends our daily food ; 
To spread blue skies above us, His love denies us nothing 
And deck the earth with flowers ! His wisdom deemeth good. 
There’s not a weed so lowly, : 
Nor bird that cleaves the air, 3 The Bible, too, He sends us, 
But tells, in accents holy, That tells how Jesus came, 
His kindness and His care. Whose word can save and cleanse us 
From guilt and sin and shame, 
2 He bids the sun to warm us, O may God’s Ss mercies move us 
And light the path we tread ; To serve Him with our powers. 
At night, lest aught should harm us, For 0! how He must love us, 
He guards our welcome bed : And this poor world of ours. 


S. W. PARTRIDGE, 


woen.—L.M. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. 


ze 
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sete aed, 


1 Great God, and wilt Thou condescend 3 Art Thou my Father? Let me be 


To be my Father and my Friend ? A meek, obedient child to Thee ; 
I, a poor child, and Thou so high, And try, in word, and deed, and thought, 
The Lord of earth, ana air, and sky ! To serve and please Thee as I ought. 
2 Art Thou my Father? Canst Thou bear 4 Art Thou my Father? I'll depend 
To hear my poor imperfect prayer ? Upon the care of such a Friend ; 
Or wilt Thou listen to the praise And only wish to do and be 
That such a little one can raise ? Whatever seemeth good to Thee. 


5 Art Thou my Father? Then, at last, 
When all my days on earth are past, 
Send down, and take me in Thy love 
To be Thy better child above. 
MRS. GILBER1, 
15 


GOD THE FATHER. 
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1 THERE’Ss not a bird with lonely nest, 3 In busy mart or crowded ie 
In pathless wood or mountain crest, No less than in the still retreat, 
Nor meaner thing, which does not share, Thou, Lord, art near, our souls to bless 
O God, in Thy paternal care. With all a parent’s tenderness ! 

2 Each barren crag, each desert rude, 4 And every moment still doth bring 
Holds Thee within its solitude : Thy blessings on its loaded wing ; 
And Thou dost bless the wanderer there, Widely theyspread through earthand sky, 
Who makes his solitary prayer. And last through all eternity ! 


5 And we, where’er our lot is cast, 
While life and thought and feeling last, 
Through all our years, in every place, 
Will bless Thee for Thy boundless grace. 
B. W. NOEL. 


HIS WORKS. 
Eintield.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


HIS WORKS. 


eee 
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1 ’Twas God that made the ocean 3 But things that are far greater 
And laid its sandy bed ; His mighty hand hath done ; 
He gave the stars their motion, He sent us blessings sweeter 
And built the mountain’s head ; Through Christ His only Son, 
He made the rolling thunder, Who, when He saw us dying 
The lightning’s forked flame ; In sin and sorrow’s night, 
His works are full of wonder, On wings of mercy flying, 
All glorious is His name. Came down with life and light. 
2 And must it not surprise us, 4 He gives His word to teach us 
That One so high and great Our danger and our wants, 
Should see and not despise us, And kindly doth beseech us 
Poor sinners, at His feet ? To take the life He grants, 
Yet day by day He gives us His Holy Spirit frees us 
Our raiment and our food ; From Satan’s deadly powers, 
In sickness He relieves us, Leads us by faith to Jesus, 
And is in all things good. And makes His glory ours. 
ANON. 
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1 Tuere’s not a star whose twinkling light 8 There’s not a place on earth’s vast round 


Shines on the distant earth, In ocean’s deep, or air, 
And cheers the silent gloom of night, Where skill and wisdom are not found : 
But mercy gave it birth. For God is everywhere. 
2 There’s not a cloud whose dews distil 4 Around, beneath, below, above, 
Upon the parchéd clod, Wherever space extends, 
nd clothe with verdure vale and hill, There God displays His boundless love, 
That is not sent by God. And power with mercy blends. 


J.-A. WALLACE, 
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GOD THE 
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St, Saviour.—o.M. 
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1 I stne the almighty power of God 
That made the mountains rise, 
That spread the flowing seas abroad, 
And built the lofty skies. 


2 Ising the wisdom that ordained 
The sun to rule the day : 
The moon shines full at His command, 
And all the stars obey. 


3 T sing the goodness of the Lord, 
That filled the earth with food: 
He formed the creatures with His word, 
And then pronounced them good. 


4 Lord, how Thy wonders are displayed, 
Where’er I turn mine eye, 
If I survey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the sky ! 


5 There’s not a plant or flower below, 
But makes Thy glories known ; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 
By order from Thy throne. 


6 Creatures as numerous as they be, 
Are subject to Thy care ; 
There’s not a place where we can flee 
But God is present there. 


7 His hand is my perpetual guard, 
_ He keeps me with His eye; 
Why should I then forget the Lord, 


Who is for ever 


25 


1 Sweet flowers are blooming in God’s sight, 
Created by His word, 
Beneath His heaven of sunny light, 
By spring’s quick pulses stirred. 


2 Through the blue depths the skylarks sing, 
Their music fills the air ; 
What is it makes their voices ring 
With gladness everywhere ? 


3 It is the love of God, I know, 
His world with joy doth fill ; 
His birds that sing, His flowers that blow, 
Each of them does His will. 


nigh ? 
ISAAC WATS. 


St. Saviour,—o.m. 


4 If He is glad when small birds sing, 
And flowers drink up the dew, 
Can I, His child, do anything 
To bring Him service too ? 


5 Iam not wise, nor great, nor strong, 
But I His will may do, 
May love and serve Him all day long, 
Be innocent and true. 


6 And if to birds and flowers His smile 
Of joy and love be given, 
His child shall serve Him all the while, 
And find that love is heaven. 
MRS. M. B, STEVENSON, 


18 


HIS WORKS. 


26 All things bright.—7.6. 7.6. Special. 


Rey, Sir F. A. G. OUSELEY, Mus. Doc. 


1st verse. 
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1 Att things bright and beautiful, 
All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all. 


2 Hach little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 
He made their glowing colours, 
He formed their tiny wings. 


3 The purple-headed mountain, 
The river running by, 

The sunset, and the morning 

That brightens up the sky ; 


4 The cold wind in the winter, 
The pleasant summer sun, 

The ripe fruits in the garden, 
He made them every one. 


5 The tall trees in the greenwood, 
The meadows where we play ; 
The rushes by the water, 
We gather every day. 


6 He gave us eyes to see them, 
And lips that we might tell 
How great is God Almighty, 
Who has made all things well. 
MRS, CECIL F, ALEXANDER. 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


anover.—s.5. 5.5. 6.5. 6.5. 


1 SWEET praises I sing 

In hymns to the Lord, 

My Saviour and King, 
Jehovah adored, 

Who fixed earth's foundation, 
Who formed the deep sea, 

Who spake the Creation ; 
Yet “careth for me.” 


2 When throned high above 

He saw my sad state, 

He came down in love, 
And averted my fate ; 

On Calvary’s mountain 
Methinks I can see 

The life-giving fountain 
That flows forth for me. 


3 Though poor my estate, 


Though humble my name, - 


He cares not for that, 
He loves me the same; 


While breasting life’s ocean, 
Though fierce the waves be, 
In storm or commotion, 
“ He careth for me.” 


4 My road may be long, 

Dark sorrow betide, 

I’) cheerfully travel 
While He is my Guide; 

He knows all my weakness, 
Whate’er it may be, 

In toil, pain, and sickness, 
“ He careth for me.” 


5 Then raise, O my tongue, 
A song to His name, 
In notes loud and long 
His goodness proclaim ; 
While birds in the forest, 
With earth, sky, and sea, 
All join in the chorus 
“He careth forme.” ANON. 


Che Lord Jesus Christ. 
HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 
Worksbire.—10.10. 10.10. 10.10. 


Dr. Wainwricut, 1782, 


HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 
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1 CHRISTIANS, awake, salute the happy morn 
Whereon the Saviour of mankind was born, 
Rise to adore the mystery of love, 

Wich hosts of angels chanted from above ; 
With them the joyful tidings first begun, 
Of God incarnate and the Virgin’s Son. 


2 Then to the watchful shepherds it was told, 
‘Who heard the angelic herald’s voice: ‘‘ Behold, 
I bring good tidings of a Saviour’s birth 
To you and all the nations upon earth ; 

This day hath God fulfilled His promised word, 
This day is born a Saviour, Christ the Lord,” 


3 He spake, and straightway the celestial choir 
In hymus of joy, unknown before, conspire ; 
The praises of redeeming love they sang, 

And heaven’s whole orb with hallelujahs rang ; 
God’s highest glory was their anthem still, 
Peace upon earth, and unto men goodwill. 


4 To Bethlehem straight the enlightened shepherds ran, 
To see the wonder God had wrought for man ; 
To all the joyful tidings they proclaim, 
The first apostles of the Saviour’s name, 
Then to their flocks, still praising God, return, 
And their glad hearts with holy rapture burn. 


5 O may we keep and ponder in our mind # 
God’s wondrous love in saving lost mankind ; 
Trace we the Babe, who hath retrieved our loss, 
From the poor manger to the bitter cross ; 
Tread in His steps, assisted by His grace, 
Till man’s first heavenly state again takes place, 


6 Then may we hope, the angelic hosts among, 
To sing, redeemed, a glad triumphal song ; 
He that was born upon this joyful day 
Around us all His glory shall display ; 
Saved by His love, incessant we shall sing 


Eternal praise to heaven’s almighty King. 
1 JOHN BYROM, 
2 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


29 Wiinchester Ol0.—o.M. 


Aurson’s Psalter, 1599. 
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1 WauILE shepherds watched their flocks by night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around, 


2 ‘*Fear not!” said he, for sudden dread 
Had seized their troubled mind ; 
“Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind. 


8 “To you, in David’s town, this day, 
Is born of David’s line, 
A Saviour, who is Christ the Lord; 
And this shall be the sign: 


4 ‘*The heavenly Babe you there shall find, 
To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands, 
And in a manger laid.” 


5 Thus spake the seraph ; and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels praising God on high, 
Who thus addressed their song: 


6 “All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace; 
Goodwill henceforth from heaven to men, 
Begin and never cease.” 


N. TATE. 
22 


HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 
30 Saltficld.—s.7. 8.7. D. 
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1 Hark ! what, mean those holy voices 2 ‘* Peace on earth, goodwill from heaven 


Sweetly sounding through the skies ? Reaching far as man is found ; 
Lo! the angelic host rejoices, c Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven, 
Heaveyly hallelujahs rise. Loud our golden harps shall sound. 
Listen to the wondrous story Christ is born, the great Anointed, 
Which they chant in hymns of joy ; Heaven and earth His glory sing ; 
‘* Glory in the highest, glory ! O receive whom God appointed 
Glory be to God most high ; For your Prophet, Priest, and King ! 


3 ‘Hasten, mortals, to adore Him, 

Learn His name and taste His joy, 

Till in heaven you sing before Him, 
Glory be to God most high !” 

Let us learn the wondrous story 
Of our great Redeemer’s birth ; 

Spread the brightness of His glory, 
Till it covers all the earth. 


ie J. CAWOOD. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


31 Room for Chee.—fregular Metre. With Chorus. 


Ira D. SANKEY. 
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HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 


1 THov didst leave Thy Throne and Thy kingly crown 
When Thou camest to earth for me ; 
Dut in Bethlehem’s home there was found no room 
For Thy holy nativity. 
O come to my heart, Lord Jesus, 


There is room in my heart for Thee. 


2 Heaven’s arches rang when the angels sang, 
Proclaiming Thy royal degree ; 
But of lowly birth cam’st Thou, Lord, on earth, 
And in great humility. 
O come to my heart, Lord Jesus, 


There is room in my heart for Thee. 


3 The foxes found rest, and the bird its nest 
In the shade of the cedar tree ; 
But Thy couch was the sod, O Thou Son otf God, 
In the deserts of Galilee. 
O come to my heart, Lord Jesus, 
There is room in my heart for Thee. 


4 Thou camest, Lord, with the living word, 
That should set Thy children free ; 
But with mocking scorn, and with crown of thorn, 
They bore Thee to Calvary. 
O come to my heart, Lord Jesus, 


Thy Cross is my only plea, 


5 When heaven’s arches shall ring, and her choir shall sing 
At Thy coming to victory, 
Let Thy voice call me home, saying, ‘‘ Yet there is room, 
There is room at My side for thee ;” 
And my heart shall rejoice, Lord Jesus, 
When Thou comest and callest for me. 
MISS E. S. ELLIOTT, 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


32 Jn the ficld.—9.7. 9.6. 9.7.8.6. With Chorus. 


For one or more Soprano voices. JOHN FARMER. By permission, 
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AIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 
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TUDTI. 


Spel 


cease. “‘Glo-ry to God in the high - est, On earth goodwill and peace.” 
F. W. Farrar. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


33 - Brightest and best.—a11.10. 11.10. 


Rey. J. F. Turvupp, 1848. 


os See 
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1 Brieutest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 
Star of the East the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid, 


2 Cold on His cradle the dewdrops are shining, 
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall: 
Angels adore Him in slumber reclining, 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 


3 Say, shall we yield Him in costly devotion 
Odours of Edom, and offerings divine, 
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine? 


4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
Vainly with gifts would His favour secure ; 
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration, 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 


5 Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 
Star of the East our horizon adorning, 


Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
BISHOP HEBER. 
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HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 


34. Hurelia.—.c.7.6. D. 


8. S. WESLEY, Mus. Doe: 


1 WE sing a loving Jesus 
Who left His throne above, 
And came on earth to ransom 
The children of His love ; 
It is an oft-told story, 
And yet we love to tell 
How Christ, the King of glory, 


Once deigned with man to dwell. 


2 We sing a holy Jesus ; 
No taint of sin defiled 
The babe of David’s city, 
The pure and stainless child. 
O teach us, blessed Saviour, 
Thy heavenly grace to seek, 
And jet our whole behaviour, 
Like Thine, be mild and meek. 


3 We sing a lowly Jesus, 
No kingly crown He had ; 


His heart was bowed with anguish, 


His face was marred and sad ; 


In deep humiliation 

He came, His work to do: 
O Lord of our salvation 

Let us be humble too. 


4 We sing a mighty Jesus, 

Whose voice could raise the dead ; 
The sightless eyes He opened, 

The famished souls He fed. 
Thou camest to deliver 

Mankind from sin and shame ; 
Redeemer, and Life-giver 

We praise Thy holy name ! 


5 We sing a coming Jesus ; 

The time is drawing near, 

When Christ with all His angels 
In glory shall appear : 

Lord, save us, we entreat Thee, 
In this Thy day of grace, 

That we may gladly meet Thee, 
And see Thee face to face. 

SARAH DOUDNEY. 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


35 Dix.—7.7. 7.7.7.7. 
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1 As with gladness men of old 3 As they offered gifts most rare 
Did the guiding star behold ; At that manger rude and bare, 
As with joy they hailed its light, So may we with holy joy, 
Leading onward, beaming bright : Pure and free from sin’s alloy, 
So, most gracious God, may we All our costliest treasures bring, 
Evermore be led to Thee. Christ, to Thee, our heavenly King. 
2 As with joyful steps they sped, 4 Holy Jesus, every day, 
To that lowly manger-bed, Keep us in the narrow way, 
There to bend the knee before And when earthly things are past, 
Him whom heaven and earth adore : Bring our ransomed souls at last 
So may we, with willing feet, Where they need no star to guide, 
Ever seek the merey-seat. Where no clouds Thy glory hide. 


5 In the heavenly country bright 
Need they no created light ; 
Thou its Light, its Joy, its Crown, 
Thou its Sun which goes not down ; 
There for ever may we sing 
Hallelujahs to our King. 
W. CHATTERTON DIX. 
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HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 
Morningside,—s.7. 8.7. 7.7.8. 


Rev. Henry J. Foster. 
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Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 
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1 Saviour, for Thy love we praise Thee, 3 Saviour, for Thy death we praise Thee, 
Love that brought Thee down to earth ; Death that is our hope of life ; 
Like the angels we would praise Thee, Like the ransomed we would praise Thee, 
Singing welcome at Thy birth. Who have passed beyond the strife. 
Let Thy star, through all our gloom, Wash us in Thy cleansing blood, 
Guide us to Thy manger-home. Make us kings and priests to God. 
Praise the Lord ! Praise the Lord ! 
2 Saviour, for Thy life we praise Thee, 4 Saviour, for Thy love we praise Thee, 
Life that brings us from the dead ; Love that lifts us up to Thee ; 
Like the children we would praise Thee, With the angels let us praise Thee, 
Lay Thine hands upon our head. Joining in their minstrelsy, 
Call us, as Thou didst of old, All our love for ever telling, 
Little lambs into Thy fold. And the mighty chorus swelling ; 
Praise the Lord ! Praise the Lord ! 


MARK GUY PEARSE, 
81 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


BDowliness.—7.7. With Chorus. 
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At His feet wehum-bly fall, Crown Him, crown Him, Lord of all. 
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(Alil.) 1 Wao is He in yonder stall 
At whose feet the shepherds fall ? 
Tis the Lord, O wondrous story, 
Tis the Lord, the King of glory. ; 
At His feet we humbly fall, 
Crown Him, crown Him, Lord of all. 


(Girls.) 2 Who is He in yonder cot, 
Bending to His toilsome lot ? 


(Boys.) 3 Who is He in deep distress 
Fasting in the wilderness ? 
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(Girls.) 4 Who is He who stands and weeps 
At the grave where Lazarus sleeps? 


(Boys.) 5 Lo, at midnight, who is He 
Praying in Gethsemane ? 


(Girls.) 6 Who is He in mortal throes 
Asking blessings on His foes? 


(Boys.) 7 Who is He that from the grave 
: Comes to heal, and help, and save ? 


(All.) 8 Who is He that on yon throne 
Rules the world of light alone ? 
A B. R. HANBY. 
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HIS INCARNATION AND ADVENT. 


38 Jrby.—s.7. 8.7. 7.7. 


H. J. GAuNTLETT, Mus. Doc. 


1 ONCE, in royal David’s city, 4 For He is our childhood’s pattern, 
Stood a lowly cattle shed, Day by day like us He grew, 
Where a mother laid her baby, He was little, weak, and helpless, 
In a manger for His bed : Tears and smiles like us He knew: 
Mary was that mother mild, And He feeleth for our sadness, 
Jesus Christ her little child. And He shareth in our gladness, 
2 He came down to earth from heaven, 5 And our eyes at last shall see Him, 
Who is God and Lord of all, Through His own redeeming love, 
And His shelter was a stable, For that child, so dear and gentle, 
And His cradle was a stall: Is our Lord in heaven above : 
With the poor and mean and lowly And He leads His children on 
Lived on earth our Saviour holy. To the place where He is gone, 


3 And through all His wondrous childhood 6 Not in that poor lowly stable, 


He would honour, and obey, With the oxen standing by, 
Love, and watch the lowly mother We shall see Him, but in heaven, 
In whose gentle arms He lay : Set at God’s right hand on high ; 
Christian children all must be When likestars His children crowned, 
Mild, obedient, good as He. All in white shall wait around. 


MRS. CECIL F. ALEXANDER. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
HIS LIFE AND EXAMPLE. 
39 St. Theodulpb.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


MELCHIOR TESCHNER. 
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Girls. 
1 Coms, praise your Lord and Saviour 3 O Jesus, we too praise Thee, 
In strains of holy mirth, The lowly maiden’s son ; 
Give thanks to Him, O children, In Thee all gentlest graces 
Who lived'a child on earth. Are gathered into one ; 
He loved the little children, Oh ! give that best adornment 
And called them to His side, That Christian maid can wear, 
His loving arms embraced them, The meek and quiet spirit 
And for their sake He died. Which shone in Thee so fair. 
Boys. All. 
2 O Jesus, we would praise Thee 4 O Lord, with voices blended, 
With songs of holy joy, We sing our songs of praise ; 
For thou on earth didst sojourn Be Thou the light and pattern 
A pure and spotless boy. Of all our childhood’s days ; 
Make us, like Thee, obedient ; And lead us ever onward, 
Like Thee, from sin-stains free ; That while we stay below, 
Like Thee, in God’s own temple: We may, like Thee, O Jesus, 
In lowly home, like Thee. In grace and wisdom grow. 


BISHOP W. W. HOW, 


40 Galilee.—s.s.s. 3. 


HIS LIFE AND EXAMPLE. 


2 “Save, Lord, we perish,” was their cry, 
“O save us in our agony!” 
Thy word above the storm rose high, 


SI li} 


Calm and still. 


“Peace, be still.” 


1 FI=RcE raged the tempest o’er the deep, 3 The wild winds hushed: the d 
Watch did Thine anxious servants keep; z aan 


Sank, like a little child, to sleep, 
But Thou wast wrapped in guileless sleep, : 


The sullen billows ceased to leap, 


At Thy will. 


4 So, when our life is clouded o’er, 
And storm-winds drift us from the shore, 
Say, lest we sink to rise no more, 


“Peace, be still.” 
GODFREY THRING, 


Ellacombe,—7.6. 7.6. D. 


German. 
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1 Comm, sing with holy gladness, 

High hallelujahs sing, 

Uplift your loud hosannas 
To Jesus, Lord, and King. 

Sing, boys, in joyful chorus, 
Your hymn of praise to-day; 

And sing, ye gentle maidens, 
Your sweet responsive lay. 


2 ’Tis good for boys and maidens 
Sweet hymns to Christ to sing, 
Tis meet that children’s voices _ 
Should praise the children’s King; 
For Jesus is salvation, 
And glory, grace, and rest, 
To babe, and boy, and maiden, 
The one Redeemer blest. 


35 


3 O boys, be strong in Jesus, 

To toil for Him is gain, 

And Jesus wrought with Joseph, 
With chisel, saw, and plane; 

O maidens, live for Jesus, 
Who was a maiden’s son, 

Be patient, pure, and gentle, 
And perfect grace begun. 


4 Soon in the golden city 
The boys and girls shall play, 
And through the dazzling mansions 
Rejoice in endless day ; 
O Christ, prepare Thy children, 
With that triumphant throng, 
To pass the burnished. portals, 
And sing the eternal song. 
J. J. DANTELL. 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


42 Winchester Old.—c.mM. 


Autson’s Psalter, 1599, 


1 I LOVE to think, though I am young, 4 'That He who wore the thorny crown, 


My Saviour was a child ; And tasted death’s despair, 
That Jesus walked this earth along, Had a kind mother like my own, 
With feet all undefiled. And knew her love and care. 

2 He kept His Father’s word of truth, 5 I know ’twas all for love of me 
As I am taught to do ; That He became a child, 
And while He walked the paths of youth, And left the heavens so fair to see, 
He walked in wisdom too. And trod earth’s pathway wild. 
3 I love to think that He who spake, 6 Then, Saviour, who wast once a child, 
And made the blind to see, A child may come to Thee ; 
And called the sleeping dead to wake, And oh ! in all Thy mercy mild, 
Was once a child like me ; Dear Saviour, come to me. 


E. PAXTON HOOD, 


43 Bowdler Wo. 178.—7.6.7.6.D. With Refrain. 


CYRIL BOWDLER. 


HIS LIFE AND EXAMPLE. 


1 I LovE to hear the story 
Which angel voices tell, 
How once the King of glory 
Came down on earth to dwell. 
Iam both weak and sinful, 
But this I surely know, 
The Lord came down to save me, 
Because He loved me so. 
I love to hear the story 
Which angel voices tell, 
How onee the King of glory 
Came down on earth to dwell. 


2 I’m glad my blesséd Saviour 
Was once a child like me, 


To show how pure and holy 
His little ones might be; 
And if I try to follow 
His footsteps here below, 
He never will forget me, 
Because He loves me so. 


3 To sing His love and mercy 
My sweetest songs I'll raise; 
And though I cannot see Him 
I know He hears my praise: 
For He has kindly promised 
That even I may go 
To sing among His angels, 
Because He loves me so. 
MRS. E. H. MILLER. 


Jlfracombe.—c.m. 


Attributed to S. WEBBE. 


1 THe night was wild, and stormy winds 
To fury lashed the sea; 
And up and down a little boat 
Was tossing restlessly. 


2, Amid the storm a sight was seen 
So strange; what could it be? 
The boatmen saw approaching them 
One walking on the sea. 


3 No wonder they were all afraid, 
And raised a frightened cry, 
Till Jesus kindly calmed their fears, 
And told them, “ It is I.” 


4 O have we ever heard that voice? 
For Jesus, though on high, 


Still stoops to cheer and comfort us, 
And whispers, “It is I.” 


5 When strong temptations hedge us round, 
From which we wish to fly, 
And Jesus opens up a way, 
He then says, ‘‘It is I.” 


6 When daily proofs of love are sent, 
In every fresh supply, 
We ought to hear the Giver’s voice 
Which tells us, ‘ It is I.” 


7 O! may we, through life’s busy scene 
And when we come to die, 
For ever hear the Saviour say, 
‘Fear not, child, it is I.” 
E, HODDER. 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


45 Tours.—7.6. 7.6 D. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. 


Bertuorp Tours. 


1 WHEN, His salvation bringing, 2 And since the Lord retaineth 

To Zion Jesus came, His love for children still, 

The children all stood singing Though now as King He reigneth 
Hosanna to His name. ‘ On Zion’s heavenly hill, 

Nor did their zeal offend Him, We'll flock around His banner 
But, as He rode along, Who sits upon the throne, 

He let them still attend Him, And raise a loud hosanna 
Well pleased to hear their song, To David’s royal Son. 


3 For should we fail proclaiming 
Our great Redeemer’s praise, 
The stones, our silence shaming, 
Would their hosannas raise. 
But should we only render 
The tribute of our words ? 
No! while our hearts are tender, 
They, too, shall be the Lord’s. 
38 JOHN KING, 


HIS LIFE AND EXAMPLE, 


46 Jesus of WMazareth.—s.s. 8.8. 8.9 


T. E. PERKINS. 
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1 WHat means this eager, anxious throng, 4 Again He comes! from place to place 
Which moves with busy haste along— His holy footprints we can trace. 
These wondrous gatherings day by day? He pauseth at our threshold—nay, 
What means thisstrangecommotion, pray? He enters—condescends to stay. 

In accents hushed the throng reply, Shall we not gladly raise the cry ? 
“ Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.” ‘* Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.” 


2 Who is this Jesus ? Why should He 5 Ho! all ye heavy-laden, come! 
The city move so mightily ? Here’s pardon, comfort, rest, and home. 
A passing stranger, has He skill Ye wanderers from a Father’s face, 
To move the multitude at will ? Return, accept His proffered grace. 
Again the stirring tones reply, Ye tempted ones, there’s refuge nigh, 
“ Jésus of Nazareth passeth by.” ‘* Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.” 


But if you still His call refuse, 

And all His wondrous love abuse, 

Soon will He sadly from you turn, 

Your bitter prayer for pardon spurn. 

“Too late! too late!” will be the ery, 

‘¢ Jesus of Nazareth has passed by.” 
MISS CAMPBELL, 


3 Jesus! ’tis He who once below 6 
Man’s pathway trod, ’mid pain and woe ; 
And burdened ones, where’er He came, 
Brought out theirsick, and deaf, and lame. 
The blind rejoiced to hear the cry, 

‘ Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.” 


39 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST, 


47 The Master bath come.—12.11. 12.11. 


J. FREDERICK BRIDGE, Mus. Doc. 


1 THE Master hath come, and He calls us to follow 
The track of the footprints He leaves on our way ; 
Far over the mountain, and through the deep hollow, 
The path leads us on to the mansions of day. 


2 The Master hath called us, the children who fear Him, 
Who march ’neath Christ’s banner, His own little band ; 
We love Him, and seek Him, we long to be near Him, 
And rest in the light of His beautiful land. 


3 The Master hath called us ; the road may be dreary, 
And dangers and sorrows are strewn on the track ; 
But God’s Holy Spirit shall comfort the weary, 
We follow the Saviour, and cannot turn back. 


4 The Master hath called us; though doubt and temptation 
May compass our journey, we cheerfully sing, 

“‘Press onward, look upward ;” through much tribulation 
The children of Sion must follow their King. 


5 The Master hath called us ; in life’s early morning, 
With spirits as fresh as the dew on the sod, 
We turn from the world, with its smiles and its scorning, 
To cast in our lot with the people of God. 


6 The Master hath called us, His sons and His daughters, 
We plead for His blessing, and trust in His love ; 
And through the green pastures, beside the still waters, 
He'll lead us at last to the kingdom above, : 
40 SARAH DOUDNEY, 


HIS LIFE AND EXAMPLE. 


48 Sbaron.—s.7. 8.7. 


W. Boyce, Mus. Doe. 


1 Was there ever kindest shepherd There is joy for all the members 
Fe as 2 gentle, se so she In the sorrows of the Head. 
Se IRERD SH RIS USO NUON VSR eat NG ES 4 For the love of God is broader 
pone and gather round His feet ? Than the measures of man’s mind, 
2 There is welcome for the sinner ; And the heart of the Eternal 
a are Seed ete good ; Is most wonderfully kind. 
ere is mercy with the Saviour ; 5 If our faith were but more simple 
Me 2 pene in His blood ; We should take Him at His Fond, 
3 There is plentiful redemption And our lives would be all sunshine 
In the blood that has been shed ; In the presence of our Lord. 


F. W. FABER, 


49 Slfracombe.—o.m. 


Attributed to S. WEBBE. 


1 Tuov art the Way ; by Thee alone 8 Thou art the Life ; the rending tomb 
From sin and death we flee ; Proclaims Thy conquering arm ; 
And he who would the Father seek, And those who put their trust in Thee, 
Must seek Him, Lord, by Thee. Nor death nor hell shall harm. 
2 Thou art the Truth ; Thy word alone 4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life ; 
True wisdom can impart ; Grant us that way to know, 
Thou only canst inform the mind, That truth to keep, that life to win, 
And purify the heart. Whose joys eternal flow. 


@. W. DOANE, 
ae o* 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


50 WMottingbam.—v.7. 7.7. 


Mozart. 


1 Jesus! Name of wondrous love, 
Name all other names above, 
Unto which must every knee 
Bow in deep humility. 


2 Jesus ! Name decreed of old, 
To the maiden mother told, 
Kneeling in her lowly cell, 
By the Angel Gabriel. 


3 Jesus! Name of priceless worth 
To the fallen sons of earth, 
For the promise that it gave, 
“ Jesus shall His people save.” 


4 Jesus! Name of mercy mild 
Given to the Holy Child, 
When the cup of human woe 
First He tasted here below. 


5 Jesus! only name that’s given 
Under all the mighty heaven, 
Whereby man, to sin enslaved, 
Bursts his fetters, and is saved. 


6 Jesus! Name of wondrous love, 
Human name of God above ; 
Pleading only this we flee 
Helpless, O our God, to Thee. 

BISHOP W. W. HOW, 


HIS SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 
51 Remember (De.—c.M. With Chorus. 


Asa HULL. 


HIS SUFFERINGS AND DRFATH. 


1 Anas! and did my Saviour bleed ! 3 
And did my Sovereign die ? 
Would He devote that sacred head 
For such a worm as | ? 
Help me, dear Saviour, Thee toown, 4 
And ever faithful be ; 
And, when Thousittest on Thy throne, 
O Lord, remember me, 


2 Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groaned upon the tree ? 
Amazing pity ! grace unknown ! 

And love beyond degree ! 


5 


Well might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut His glories in, 

When Christ, the great Redeemer, died 
For man the creature’s sin. 


Thus might I hide my blushing face 
Whilst His dear Cross appears, 
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt mine eyes to tears. 
But drops of grief can ne’er repay 
The debt of love I owe ; 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, 
*Tis all that I can do. 
ISAAC WATTS, 


tharwich,—5.5.11. 5.5.11. 


B. MILcGRovE. 


1 ALL ye that pass by, 
_ To Jesus draw nigh: : 
To you is it nothing that Jesus should die? 
Your ransom and peace, 
Your surety He is, 
Come, see if there ever was sorrow like His! 


2 For what you have done 
His blood must atone, [Son, 
The Father hath punished for you his dear 
The Lord in the day 
Of His anger did lay [away. 
Your sins on the Lamb, and He bore them 


8 He answered for all ; 
Oh, come at His call, {fall ; 
And low at His Cross with astonishment 
But lift up your eyes 
At Jesus’s cries, ; 
Impassive He suffers, immortal He dies. 


4 He died to atone 
For sins not His own, 
Your debt He hath paid, and your work 


He hath doue: 
43 


Ye all may receive 
The peace He did leave, [give.” 
Who made intercession, “‘My Father, for- 


5 For you and for me 
He prayed on the tree, 
The prayer is accepted, the sinner is free ; 
That sinner am I, 
Who on Jesus rely, 
And come forthe pardon God willnot deny. 


6 My pardon I claim, 
For a sinner I am, 
A sinner believing in Jesu’s blest name ; 
He purchased the grace 
Which now I embrace, _[place. 
O Father, Thou knowest He died in my 


7 His death is my plea, 
My advocate see, [swered for me ; 
And hear the blood speak that hath an- 
My ransom He was 
When He bled on the Cross, 
And by losing His life He hath carried my 
cause. C. WESLEY, 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


53 Melodina.—s.3. 8.3. 8.8.8.3. 


H. T. Lesiiz, Mus. Doe. 


1 BEHOLD, behold the Lamb of God, 

On the Cross ; 

For us He shed His precious blood 
On the Cross ; 

O hear His agonizing cry ; 

‘¢Bli, lama sabacthani !” 

Draw near and see your Saviour die, 
On the Cross. * 


? 


2 See, see His arms extended wide, 
On the Cross ; 
Behold His bleeding hands and side, 
On the Cross ; 
The sun withholds his rays of light, 


The rocks are rent, the mountains quake, 
The earth doth to its centre shake, 
While Jesus doth atonement make, 

On the Cross. 


4 And now the mighty deed is done, 
On the Cross ; 
The battle’s fought, the victory won, 
On the Cross ; 
To heaven He turns His languid eyes, 
‘Tis finished now,” the Conqueror cries, 
Then bows His sacred head, and dies, 
On the Cross. 


The heavens are clothed in shades of night, 5 Where’er I go, I’lll tell the story 


While Jesus wins the glorious fight, 
On the Cross. 


3 Come, sinners see Him lifted up, 
On the Cross ; 

He drinks for you the bitter cup, 
On the Cross ; 


Of the Cross ; 
In nothing else my soul shall glory, 
Save the Cross ; 
Yea, this my constant theme shall be, 
Through time and in eternity, 
That Jesus tasted death for me 
On the Cross. R. JUKES. 


HIS SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 


Calvary.—s.7. 8.7.8.7. 


1 Hark! the voice of love and mercy 
Sounds aloud from Calvary. 
See ! it rends the rocks asunder, 
Shakes the earth, and veils the sky ! 
‘Tt is finished ! It is finished !” 
Hear the dying Saviour cry ! 


2 ‘Tt is finished !” O what pleasure 
Do these gracious words afford ! 
Heavenly blessings without measure 
Flow to us from Christ the Lord. 
‘Tt is finished ! It is finished! ” 
Saints the dying words record. 


8 Finished all the types and shadows 
Of the ceremonial law ; 
Finished all that God had promised ; 
Death and hell no more shall awe. 
‘*Tt is finished ! It is finished !” 
Saints, from hence your comfort draw, 


4 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs; 


Children, chant the glorious theme ; 
All on earth and all in heaven, 
Join to praise Emmanuel’s name. 
Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb ! 
JONATHAN EVANS, 
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THE LORD. JESUS CHRIST. 


‘borsley.—c.m. 


WiLL1AM Hors.eEy, Mus. Doc. 


1 THERE is a green hill far away 
Without a city wall, 
Where the dear Lord was crucified, 
Who died to save us all. 


2 We may not know, we cannot tell 
What pains He had to bear, 
But we believe it was for us 
He hung and suffered there. 


3 He died that we might be forgiven, 
He died to make us good, 
That we might go at last to heaven, 
Saved by His precious blood. 


4 There was no other good enough 
To pay the price of sin ; 
He only could unlock the gate 
Of heaven, and let us in. 


5 O dearly, dearly has He loved, 
And we must love Him too, 
And trust in His redeeming blood, 
And try His works to do. 
MRS, CECIL F, ALEXANDER. 
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HIS SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 


56 Redhead Wo. 76.—7.7.7.7. 7.7. 


R. REDHEAD. 


1 Lo, at noon, ’tis sudden night ! 3 See, the blood is falling fast 
Darkness covers all the sky ! From His forehead and His side ! 
Rocks are rending at the sight ! Hark ! Henow hath breathed His last ! 
_ Children, can you tell me why ? With a mighty groan He died! 
What can all these wonders be ? Children shall I tell you why 
Jesus dies on Calvary ! Jesus condescends to die? 
2 Nailed upon the Cross, behold 4 He, who was a King above, 
How His tender limbs are torn ! Left His kingdom for a grave, 
For a royal crown of gold, Out of pity and of love, 
They have made Him one of thorn ; That the guilty He might save ; 
Cruel hands, that dare to bind Down to this sad world He flew 
Thorns upon a brow so kind. For such little ones as you. 


5 You were wretched, weak, and vile, 
You deserved His holy frown ; 
But He saw you with a smile, 
And to save you hastened down. 
Listen, children ; this is why 
Jesus condescends to die. 
MRS. GILBERT. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


57 Flustria,—10.10. 11.11. 


L. v. BEETHOVEN. 


1 Ler children proclaim their Saviour and King, 
To Jesus’s name bosannas we sing ; 
Our best adoration to Jesus we give, 
Who purchased salvation for all to receive. 


2 The meek Lamb of God from heaven came down, 
And ransomed with blood, and made us His own ; 
He suffered to save us from sin and from thrall, 
And Jesus shall have us, Who purchased us all. 


3 To Him will we give our earliest days, 
And thankfully live to publish His praise ; 
Our lives shall confess Him who came from above, 
Our tongues they shall bless Him and tell of His love. 


4 In innocent songs His coming we shout ; 
Should we hold our tongues, ‘‘The stones would ery out ;” 
But Him, without ceasing, we all will proclaim, 
And ever be blessing our Jesus’s name. 
©. WESLEY. 


58 Winety and Wine.—9.7. 9.7. 9.9. 


J. FREDERICK BRIDGE, Mus. Doe. 
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1 THERE were ninety and nine that safely lay 
In the shelter of the fold ;. 
But one was out on the hills away, 
Far off from the gates of gold, 
Away on the mountains wild and bare, 
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care. 


2 “Lord, Thou hast here Thy ninety and nine, 
Are they not enough for Thee?” 
But the Shepherd made answer: ‘‘ This of Mine 
: Has wandered away from Me ; 
And although the road be rough and steep, 
I go to the desert to find My sheep.” 


3 But none of the ransomed ever knew 
How deep were the waters crossed, 
Nor bow dark was the night that the Lord passed through 
Ere He found His sheep that was lost 
Out in the desert He heard its cry, 
Sick, and helpless, and ready to die. 


4 ‘Lord, whence are those blood-drops all the way, 
That mark out the mountain’s track?” 
“They were shed for one who had gone astray 
Ere the Shepherd could bring him back.” 
- ©Yord, whence are Thy hands so rent and torn?” 
‘They are pierced to-night by many a thorn.” 


5 And all through the mountains thunder-riven, 
And up from the rocky steep, 
There rose a cry to the gate of heaven, 
‘Rejoice! I have found my sheep !” 
And the angels echoed around the throne, 
‘Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own!” 
ELIZABETH C, CLEPHANE,. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


59 There ts Life for a LooR,—11.9. 11.9. With Chorus. 


E. G. Taybor. 


Look! look! look and live! There is 
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life for a look at the Cru-ci- fied One, There is life at this mo- ment for thee. 


Se ee 


1 Ture is life for a look at the Crucified 3 It is not Thy tears of repentance nor 
One, ‘ prayers, 
There is Jife at this moment for thee ; But the blood that atones for the soul; 
Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be On Him then Who shed it thou mayest at 


saved, 4 ™ Thy weight of iniquities roll. [once 
Unto Him who, iM nailed to the tree. 4 Then doubt not thy welcome, since God 
Look ! look,! Jookand live ! has declared 
There is life for a look at the Crucified There remaineth no more to be done; 
One, That once in the end of the world He 
There is life at this moment for thee. appeared, 


And completed the work He begun. 
2 O, why was He there as the bearer of sin, 5 Then take with rejoicing from Jesus at 


If on Jesus thy guilt was not laid? The life everlasting He gives, [once 
O, why from His side flowed the sin- And know with assurance thou never canst 
cleansing blood, die, 
If His dying thy debt has not paid? Since Jesus thy righteousness lives. 


AMELIA M, HULL, 
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HIS SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 


60 ‘Wear the Cross.—7.6.7.6. With Chorus. 


W. H. Doane. 
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1 Jesus, keep me near the Cross ! There a bright and morning star 
There a precious fountain, Shed its beams around me. 
Free to all—a healing stream— 
Flows from Calvary’ $ mountain. 8 Near the Cross, O Lamb of God ! 
Bring its scenes before me ; 
In the Cross, in the Cross, Make me walk from day to day 
Be my glory ever, With its shadow o’er me. 
Till my raptured soul shall find 
Rest beyond the river. 4 Near the Cross I’ll watch and wait, 
: Hoping, trusting ever ; 
2 Near the Cross, a trembling soul, Till I reach the golden strand, 
Love and mercy found me ; Just beyond the river, 


FANNY J. CROSBY. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


61 Rousseau’s Dream.—7.7. 7.7.7.7. 
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1 Rock of ages, cleft for me, 3 Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Let me hide myself in Thee ; Simply to Thy Cross I cling ; 
Let the water and the blood, Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
From Thy riven side which flowed, Helpless, look to Thee for grace ; 
Be of sin the double cure, Foul, I to the fountain fly ; 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power, Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 

2 Not the labours of my hands 4 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
Can fulfil Thy law’s demands ; When mine eyes shall close in death 
Could my zeal no respite know, When I soar to worlds unknown, 
Could my tears for ever tlow, See Thee on Thy judgment throne ; 
All for sin could not atone ; Rock of ages, cleft for me, 

Thou must save, and Thou alone. . Let me hide myself in Thee. 


A. M. TOPLADY. _ 


HIS RESURRECTION AND MEDIATORIAL REIGN. 
62 Hewington,—7.7. 7.7. 


BisHOP MacbaGan. 


HIS RESURRECTION. 


st 


1 Mary to the Saviour’s tomb 4 What a change His word can make, 
Hastened at the early dawn, Turning darkness into day ! 
Spice she brought and sweet perfume ; Ye who weep for Jesu’s sake, 
But the Lord she loved had gone. He will wipe your tears away. 
2 For awhile she lingering stood, 5 He who came to comfort her, 
Filled with sorrow and surprise, When she thought her all was lost, 
Trembling while the crystal flood Will for your relief appear, 
Issued from her weeping eyes. Though you now are tempest-tossed. 
3 But her sorrows quickly fled 6 On His word your burden cast, 
When she heard His welcome voice ; On His love your thoughts employ ; 
Christ had risen from the dead, Weeping for awhile may last, 
Now He bids her heart rejoice. But the morning brings the joy.’ 


JOHN NEWTON. 


63 ‘kelveden.—s.7. 8.7. 4.7. 


Rey. Wm. BLow. 
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1 HawievusaH ! He is risen! 2 Hallelujah ! He is risen ! 
Jesus is gone up on high ! Our exalted Head to be! 
Burst the bars of death asunder ! Sends the witness of the Spirit 
Angels shout, and men reply— That our Advocate is He. 
He is risen ! He is risen ! 
Living now, no more to die. Justified in Him are we. 


8 Hallelujah! He is risen ! 
Death for aye has lost its sting ; 
Christ, Himself the Resurrection, 
From the grave His own will bring ; 
He is risen ! 
Living Lord, and coming King. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


64 FHscalon.—e.6.8. 6.6.8. 


Crusader’s Melody. 
' 


1 My heart and voice [ raise, He threw their empire down, 
To spread Messiah’s praise ; His foes compelled to own, 
Messiah’s praise let all repeat— O’er all the great Messiah reigns. 
The universal Lord, 4 With mercy’s mildest grace, 


By whose almighty word 


: - He governs all our race 
Creation rose in form complete. 


In wisdom, righteousness, and love ; 


2 A servant’s form He wore, Who to Messiah fly 
And in His body bore Shall find redemption nigh, 
Our dreadful curse on Calvary : And all His great salvation prove. 
He like a victim stood, - 5 , 
And poured His sacred blood, 5 Halls Cayious, aan of Peace | 
To set the guilty captives free. F  Benpaciater peng 8 
Sunt can Till all the world Thy glory see, 
8 But soon the Victor rose And righteousness abound, 
Triumphant o’er His foes, As the great deep profound, 


And led the vanquished host in chains; = And fill the earth with purity ! 


B. RHODES, 
Clarion.—v7.7. 7.7. 


E. F. Rrwpavtt, LL.D. 
she 


1 Curist the Lord is risen again ! 2 He, who gave for us His life, 
Christ hath broken every chain ! Who for us endured the strife, 
Hark, angelic voices cry, Is our Paschai Lamb to-day ; 
Singing evermore on high, Now we sing our joyous lay. 
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HIS RESURRECTION. 


3 He, who bore all pain and loss 5 Now He bids us tell abroad 
Comfortless upon the Cross, How the lost may be restored, 
Lives in glory now on high, How the penitent forgiven, 

Pleads for us, and hears our cry. How we, too, may enter heaven. 

4 He, who slumbered in the grave, 6 Thou, our Paschal Lamb indeed, 
Is exalted now to save ; Christ, Thy ransomed people feed, 
Now through all the world it rings: Take our sins and guilt away ; 
He, the Lamb, is King of kings ! Thee we sing by night and day. 


Trans. by CATHERINE WINKWORTH. 


66 Pater Omnium.—s.s. 8.8. 8.8. 


1 WE saw Thee not when Thou didst come Nor met Thee in the open way ; 
To this poor world of sin and death, But we believe that angels said, 
Nor e’er beheld Thy cottage home *‘ Why seek the living with the dead ?” 


ised N ; 
pes ce eeret 4 We did not mark the chosen few, [ascend, 


But we believe Thy footsteps trod : 
Its streets and plains, Thou Son of God, When Thou didst through the clouds 
First lift to heaven their wondering view, 
2 We did not see Thee lifted high Then to the earth all prostrate bend ; 
Amid that wild and savage crew, Yet we believe that mortal eyes 
Nor hear Thy meek, imploring cry, [do;” Beheld Thee taken to the skies. 


Ee ees poem net wink fey 5 And now that Thou dost reign on high, 


Yet we believe the deed was done, os 
Which shook the earth, and veiled thesun. And thence Thy waiting people bless, 
No ray of glory from the sky 


83 We stood not by the empty tomb, Doth shine upon our wilderness ; 
Wherein Thy sacred body lay, But we believe Thy faithful word, 
Nor sat within that upper room, And trust in our redeeming Lord. 
H. J. BUCKOLL. Altered by J. H. GURNEY. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


67 Warrington.—L.. 


REv. R. HARRISON. 
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1 THERE was a time when children sang The humble songs that we can sing— 
The Saviour’s praise with sacred glee, O, will He, can He, hear them now ? 
And all the hills of Judah rang 
With their exulting jubilee. 4 He can—Hewill—He loves to hear [raise: 
The notes which babes and sucklings 
2 O to have joined their rapturous songs, Jesus, we come with trembling fear, 
And swelled their sweet hosannas O teach our hearts and tongues to 
high, praise ! 
And blessed Him with our feeble tongues, 
As He, the Man of grief went by! 5 We join the hosts around Thy Throne, 
, Who once, like us, the desert trod ; 
3 But Christ is now a glorious King, And thus we make their song our own : 
And angels in His presence bow ; Hosanna to the Son of God ! 


T. R. TAYLOR. 


68 Sawley.—o.M. 


HIS RESURRECTION. 


1 THERE is a name I love to hear; 4 Jesus! the name I love so well, 
I love to speak its worth ; The name I love to hear ; 
It sounds like music in mine ear, No saint on earth its worth can tell, 
The sweetest name on earth. No heart conceive how dear. 
2 It tells me of a Saviour’s love, 5 His name shall shed its fragrance still 
Who died to set me free ; Along the thorny road, 
It tells me of His precious blood, Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill 
The sinner’s perfect plea. That leads me up to God. 
3 It tells of One whose loving heart 6 And there with all the blood-bought 
Can feel my deepest woe, From sin and sorrow free, [throng, 
Who in my sorrow bears a part I'll sing the new eternal song 
That none can bear below. Of Jesu’s love for me. 


F, WHITFIELD. 


69 Elvet.o.m. 


1 Coms, happy children, come and raise 3 Sing of the wonders of His truth, 
Your voice with one accord ; And read in every page 
Come sing in joyful songs of praise, The promise made to earliest youth, 
And bless your Saviour Lord, Fulfilled to latest age. 
2 Sing of the wonders of His love, 4 Sing of the wonders of His power, 
| And loudest praises give Who with His own right arm 
To Him who left His throne above, Upholds and keeps you hour by hour, 
And died that you might live. And shields from every harm. 


5 Sing of the wonders of His name, 
And Jesus Christ adore ; 
Him for your Lord and God proclaim, 
And praise Him evermore, 


ANON, 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


70 Ernold.—c.M. 


Dr. S. ARNOLD. 
aS 


1 Youne children once to Jesus came, 4 Well pleased those little ones to see, 
His blessing to entreat ; The dear Redeemer smiled : 
And I may humbly do the same Oh, then He will not frown on me, 
Before His mercy seat. A poor unworthy child. 
2 For when their feeble hands were spread, 5 If babes, so many years ago, 
And bent each infant knee, His tender pity drew, 
“Forbid them not,” the Saviour said ; He will not surely let me go 
And so He says to me. Without a blessing too. 
8 Though now He is not here below, 6 Then, while, this favour to implore, 
But on His heavenly hill, My youthful hands are spread, 
To Him may little children go, Do Thou Thy sacred blessing pour, 
And seek a blesing still. Dear Jesus, on my head. 


JANE TAYLOR. 


Emmanuel.—e.m. 


L. v. BEETHOVEN. 


HIS RESURRECTION. 


1 Dear Jesus, ever at my side, 
How loving must Thou be, 


To leave Thy home in Heaven to guard 


A little child like me! 


2 Thy beautiful and shining face 
I see not, though so near ; 


The sweetness of Thy soft, low voice, 


Lam too deaf to hear ; 


3 I cannot feel Thee touch my hand, 
With pressure light and mild, 
To check me, as my mother does, 
Because I am a child: 


4 But I have felt Thee in my thought, 


Fighting with sin for me ; 
And when my heart loves God, I know 
The sweetness is from Thee. 


5 And when, dear Saviour, I kneel down, 


Morning and night to prayer, 
Something there is within my heart 
Which tells me Thou art there. 


6 Yes! When I pray Thou prayest too, 


Thy prayer is all for me; 
But when I sleep Thou sleepest not, 
But watchest patiently. 
F. W. FABER. 


72 St. George.—s.M. 


H. J. GauntLett, Mus. Doc. 


1 AWAKE, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb ; 
Wake every heart and every tongue, 
To praise the Saviour’s name. 


2 Sing of His dying love, 
Sing of His rising power, 
Sing how He intercedes above 
For those whose sins He bore. 


8 Sing till we feel our hearts 
Ascending with our tongues, 

Sing till the love of sin departs, 
And grace inspires our songs. 


4 Sing on your heavenly way, 
Ye ransomed sinners sing, 
Sing on, rejoicing every day 
In Christ the eternal King. 


5 Soon shall we hear Him say, 
“Ye blesséd children, come ;” 

Soon will He call us hence away, 
And take His wanderers home, 


6 There shall our raptured tongue 
His endless praise proclaim ; 
And sweeter voices tune the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb, 
W. HAMMOND, 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


73 Wiarrington.—..M. 


Rev. R. HARRISON. 


1 AWAKE, my soul, in joyful lays, 4 Often I feel my sinful heart 
And sing Thy great Redeemer’s praise ; Prone from my Jesus to depart ; 

He justly claims a song from me ; But though I have Him oft forgot, 
His loving-kindness, O how free ! His loving-kindness changes not. 

2 He saw me ruined in the fall, 5 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale, 
Yet loved me notwithstanding all ; Soon all my mortal powers must fail ; 
He saved me from my lost estate ; O may my last expiring breath, 

His loving-kindness, O how great ! His loving-kindness sing in death ! 


8 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 6 Then let me mount and soar away, 
Though earth and hell my way oppose, To the bright world of endless day, 


He safely leads my soul along ; And sing with rapture and surprise, 
His loving-kindness, O how strong! His loving-kindness in the skies. 
S. MEDLEY. 


74 St. aagnus.—c.m. 


J. CLARKE, 1707. 


HIS RESURRECTION. 


1 Come, let us join our cheerful songs 3 Jesus is worthy to receive 
With angels round the throne ; Honour and power divine ! 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, And blessings, more than we can give, 
But all their joys are one. Be, Lord, for ever Thine ! 
2 ‘Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry, 4 The whole creation join in one 
“To be exalted thus !” To bless the sacred name 
“Worthy the Lamb!” our hearts reply; Of Him that sits upon the throne, 
“ For He was slain for us.” And to adore the Lamb. 


ISAAC WATTS. 


Melville.—s.7. 8.7.8.7. 


1 Saviour, like a shepherd lead us, 2 We are Thine, do Thou befriend us, 
' Much we need Thy tender care ; Be the guardian of our way ; 
In Thy pleasant pasture feed us, Keep Thy flock, from sin defend us, 
For our use Thy folds prepare. Seek us when we go astray. 
Blessed Jesus! Blessed Jesus ! Blessed Jesus! Blesséd Jesus ! 
Thou hast bought us, Thine we are. Hear young children when they pray. 


3 Thou hast promised to receive us, 
Poor and sinful though we be; 
Thou hast mercy to relieve us, 
Grace to cleanse, and power to free. 
Blesséd Jesus! Blessed Jesus ! 
Let us early turn to Thee. 


H, F, LYTE. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST 


76 Grasmere,—.5. 6.5. 6.6.6.5. 


ARTHUR PAGE. 


ae) Soe lene ee 
oem = 


1 Hark! round the God of love 3 Not a poor sparrow falls 
Angels are singing, But Thou art near it ; 
Saints at His feet above When the young raven calls 
Their crowns are flinging ; Thou, Lord, dost hear it ; 
And may poor children dare Flowers, worms, and insects share 
Hope for acceptance there, Hourly Thy guardian care ; 
Their simple praise and prayer Wilt Thou bid us despair ! 
To His throne bringing ? Lord, can we fear it ? 
2 Yes ; through adoring throngs 4 Lord, then Thy mercy send 
His pity sees us ; On all before Thee ; 
*Midst their seraphic songs Children and children’s friend, 
Our offering pleases ; Bless, we implore Thee ; 
And Thou who here didst prove Lead us from grace to grace 
To babes so full of love, On through our earthly race, 
Thou art the same above, Till all before Thy face 
Merciful Jesus ! Meet to adore Thee. 
H. F, LYTE, 
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HIS RESURRECTION, 


St. Theodulph.—7.6. 7.6. D. - 


MELCHIOR TESCHNER. 


2 We love to sing of Jesus, 
Who died our souls to save ; 
We love to sing of Jesus, 
Triumphant o’er the grave ; 
And in our hour of danger 
We'll trust His love alone, 
Who once slept in a manger, 
And now sits on the throne. 


1 Come, let us sing of Jesus, 
While hearts and accents blend ; 
Come, let us sing of Jesus, 
The sinner’s only Friend ; 
His holy soul rejoices, 
Amid the choirs above, 
To hear our youthful voices 
Exulting in His love. 


3 Then let us sing of Jesus 
While yet on earth we stay, 
And hope to sing of Jesus 
Throughout eternal day : 
For those who here confess Him 
He will in heaven confess ; 
And faithful hearts that bless Him 


He will for ever bless. 
G. W. BETHUNE. 
63 


The Holy Spirit. 
78 Gutdance,—7.7. 7.7. D. 


M. M. WELLs. 


1 Hoty Spirit, faithful Guide, 
Ever near the Christian’s side, 
Gently lead us by the hand, 
Pilgrims in a desert land. 
Weary souls for aye rejoice, 


When the storms are raging sore, 
Hearts grow faint, and hopes give o’er, 
Whisper softly, ‘‘ Wanderer, come ! 
Follow Me, I'll guide thee home.” 


While they hear that sweetest voice 3 When our days of toil shall cease, 


Whispering softly, ‘‘ Wanderer, come ! 
Follow Me, I’ll guide thee home.” 


2 Ever present, truest Friend, 
Ever near Thine aid to lend, 
Leave us not to doubt and fear, 
Groping in the darkness drear. 


64. 


Waiting still for sweet release, 
Nothing left but heaven and prayer, 
Wondering if our names are there, 
Wading deep the dismal flood, 
Pleading nought but Jesus’ blood ; 
Whisper softly, ‘‘ Wanderer, come ! 
Follow Me, I'll guide thee home.” 
MARGARET M. WELLS, 


THE HOLY SPIRIT, 


fbends.—L.M. 


Str HERBERT OAKELEY, Mus. Doc. 
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(By permission to these words. ) 


ae : Se age 


1 Cog, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfort from above ; 


Be Thou our Guardian, Thou our Guide, 


O’er every thought and step preside. 
2 Light of Thy truth to us display, 


Make us to know and choose Thy way ; 


Plant holy fear in every heart, 
That we from Thee may ne’er depart. 
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3 Lead us to Christ, the living way, 
Nor let us from His precepts stray ; 
Lead us to holiness, the road 
That we must take to dwell with God. 


4 Lead us to heaven, that we may share 
Fulness of joy for ever there ; 
Lead us to God, our final rest, 
To be with Him for ever blest. 


80 Redhead Wo, 47.—7.7.7.7. oy = 
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1 Gractous Spirit, Love Divine ! 
Let Thy light around us shine, 
All our guilty fears remove, 

Fill us with Thy peace and love. 


2 Pardon to the contrite give, 
Bid the wounded sinner live ; 
Lead us to the Lamb of God, 
Wash us in His precious blood. 


8 Earnest Thou of heavenly rest, 
Comfort every troubled breast ; 
Life and joy and peace impart, 
Sanctifying every heart. 

4 Guardian Spirit, lest we stray, 
Keep us in the heavenly way ; 
Bring us to Thy courts above. 
Realms of light and endless love. 

J. STOCKER. 


D 


THE HOLY SPIRIT. 


Derby.—e.5. 6.5. 


Dr. Fruitz’s Collection. 
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1 Hoty Spirit ! hear us, 
Help us while we sings 
Breathe into the music 
Of the praise we bring. 
2 Holy Spirit ! prompt us 
When we kneel to pray ; 
Nearer come, and teach us 
What we ought to say. 


3 Holy Spirit ! shine Thou 
On the Book we read ; 
Gild its holy pages 
With the light we need, 
4 Holy Spirit! give us 
Each a lowly mind ; 


Melcombe.— 


Make us more like Jesus, 
Gentle, pure and kind, 
5 Holy Spirit ! brighten 
Little deeds of toil ; 
And our playful pastimes 
Let no folly spoil. 
6 Holy Spirit ! keep us 
Safe from sins which lie 
Hidden by some pleasure, 
From our youthful eye. 
7 Holy Spirit ! help us 
Daily by Thy might, 
What is wrong to conquer, 
And to choose the right. 
W. H. PARKER. 


L.M. 
S. WEBBE. 


THE HOLY SPIRIT. 


1 Great God, behold, before Thy throne, 


A band of children lowly bend ; 
Thy face we seek, Thy name we own, 
And pray that Thou wouldst be our 
Friend. 


2 Thy Holy Spirit’s aid impart, 


That He may teach us how to pray ; 


Dix.—7.7. 7.7. 7.7. 
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Make us sincere, and let each heart 
Delight to tread in wisdom’s way. 


3 O let Thy grace our souls renew, 
And seal a sense of pardon there ; 
Teach us Thy will to know and do, 
And let us all Thine image bear, 
AMERICAN, 
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1 Gracious Spirit, dwell with me ! 
I myself would gracious be ; 
And with words that help and heal, 
Would Thy life in mine reveal ; 
And with actions bold and meek, 
Would for Christ my Saviour speak. 


2 Truthful Spirit, dwell with me! 
I myself would truthful be ; 
And with wisdom kind and clear 
Let Thy life in mine appear ; 
And with actions brotherly 

‘Speak my Lord’s sincerity. 

3 Tender Spirit, dwell with me ! 
I myself would tender be ; 

Shut my heart up like a flower 
In temptation’s darksome hour 
Open it when shines the Sun, 
And His love by fragrance own. 


As eae 
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4 Silent Spirit, dwell with me! 

I myself would quiet be, 

Quiet as the growing blade 

Which through earth its way has made 

Silently, like morning light 

Putting mists and chills to flight. 


5 Mighty Spirit, dwell with me! 
I myself would mighty be, 
Mighty, so as to prevail 
Where, unaided, man must fail, 
Hyver, by a mighty hope 
Pressing on and bearing up. 
6 Holy Spirit, dwell with me ! 
I myself would holy be ; 
Separate from sin, [ would 
Choose, and cherish all things good ; 
And, whatever I can be, 
Give to Him who gave me Thee. 
Tt. T, LYNCH. 
67 


THE HOLY SPIRIT. 


84 St. Cuthbert.—s.6. 8.4. 


From Hymns Ancient and Modern, by permission, 
Rev. J. B. DyKes, Mus. Doc. 


1 Our blest Redeemer, ere He breathed 4 And every virtue we possess 


His tender last farewell, And every conquest won, 
A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed And every thought of holiness, 
With us to dwell. Are His alone. 
2 He came sweet influence to impart, 5 Spirit of purity and grace, 
A gracious, willing Guest, -Our weakness, pitying, see ; 
While He can find one humble heart O make our hearts Thy dwelling-place, 
Wherein to rest. And worthier Thee. 
8 And His that gentle voice we hear, 6 O praise the Father; praise the Son ; 
Soft as the breath of even, [fear, Blest Spirit, praise to Thee ; 
That checks each fault, that calms each = All praise to God, the Three in One, 
And speaks of heaven. The One in Three. 


HARRIET AUBER. 


85 ‘thorsley.—o.m. 


Wiuu1amM Horsey, Mus. Doc. 
! | ; 


\ 
1 O THarT the Lord would guide my ways 3 Order my footsteps by Thy word, 


To keep His statutes still ; And make my heart sincere ; 
O that my God would grant me grace Let sin have no dominion, Lord, 
To know and do His will. But keep my conscience clear, 
2 O send Thy Spirit down to write 4 Make me to walk in Thy commands, 
Thy law upon my heart; Tis a delightful road ; 
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, Nor let my head, or heart, or hands, 
Nor act the liar’s part. a Offend against my God. 


"24 AC WATTS. 


THE HOLY SPIRIT. 


86 Hox Preecessit.em. 


J. BAPTISTE CALKIN. 
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1 Spirit Divine ! attend our prayers, 4 Come as the dew ! and sweetly bless 
And make this house Thy home ; This consecrated hour ; 
Descend with all Thy gracious powers, May barrenness rejoice to own 
O come, great Spirit, come ! Thy fertilising power. 
2 Come as the light! to us reveal 5 Come as the dove ! and spread Thy wings, 
Our emptiness and woe ; The wings of peaceful love ; 
And lead us in those paths of life And let Thy Church on earth become 
Where all the righteous go. Blessed as the Church above. 
3 Come as the fire! and purge our hearts 6 Spirit Divine! attend our prayers, 
Like sacrificial flame ; Make a lost world Thy home ; 
Let our whole soul an offering be Descend with all Thy gracious powers, 
To our Redeemer’s name. O come, great Spirit, come ! 


ANDREW REED, 


87 Praper.—s.M. 


1 Come, Holy Spirit, come, A holy, humble, happy heart, 
O hear my earnest prayer ; oan A dwelling-place for Thee. 
Stoop down, and make my heart Thy home, 3 Jet Thy rich grace increase 
And shed Thy blessing there. Through all my early days, 
2 Thy light, Thy love impart, The fruits of righteousness and peace, 
And let it ever be To Thine eternal praise. 


DOROTHY A. THRUPP, 
69 


The Holy Trinity. 
88 Trinity.—ai1.12. 12.10. 


1 Hoty, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty, 
Gratefully adoring, our song shall rise to Thee ; 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 

God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity ! 


2 Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore Thee, 
Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea; 
Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee, 
Which wert, and art and evermore shalt be. 


8 Holy, holy, holy! though the darkness hide Thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see, 
Only Thou art-holy: there is none beside Thee 
Perfect in power, in love and purity ! 


4 Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty ! 
All Thy works shall praise Thy name in earth and sky and sea, 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 
God in Three Persons, blesséd Trinity ! 


BISHOP HEBER. 


89 Whells.—7.7. 7.7. 7.7. 


D. BortytanskI, 1826. 


THE HOLY TRINITY. 


aes 


1 Hoty, holy, holy Lord, 
God of Hosts, Eternal King, 
By the heavens and earth adored ; 
Angels and archangels sing, 
Chanting everlastingly 
To the blessed Trinity. 


2 Since by Thee were all things made, 
And in Thee do all things live, 
Be to Thee all honour paid, 
Praise to Thee let all things give, 
Singing everlastingly 
To the blessed Trinity. 


3 Thousands, tens of thousands stand, 
Spirits blest, before the throne, 
Speeding thence at Thy command, 
And, when Thy behests are done, 
Singing everlastingly 
To the blesséd Trinity. 
4 Cherubim and seraphim 
Veil their faces with their wings ; . 
Eyes of angels are too dim 
To behold the King of kings, 
While they sing eternally 
To the blessed Trinity. 
BISHOP C. WORDSWORTH. 


Wewington.—7.7. 7.7. 


BisHOP MAcLAGAN, 


God in whom we moye and live ; 
Children’s prayers He deigns to hear, 
Children’s songs delight His ear. 


2 Glory to the Son we bring, 
Christ our Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
Children, raise your sweetest strain 
To the Lamh, for He was slain. 
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8 Glory to the Holy Ghost ; 
Be this day a Pentecost ; 
Children’s minds may He inspire, 
Touch their tongues with holy fire. 


4 Glory in the highest be 


To the blessed Trinity, 
For the Gospel from above, 
For the word that God is love. 
J, MONTGOMERY. 


THE HOLY TRINITY. 


91 Steggall.—v.7. 7.5. 


By permission, from Hymns for the Church of England with Proper Tunes. 
C. STEGGALL, Mus. Doc. 


Pett 
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1 Hoty Father, cheer our way 3 Holy Spirit, be Thou nigh 
With Thy love’s perpetual ray ; When in mortal pains we lie ; 
Grant us every closing day Grant us, as we come to die, 
Light at evening time. Light at evening time. 
2 Holy Saviour, calm our fears 4 Holy, blesséd Trinity, 
When earth’s brightness disappears ; Darkness is not dark with Thee ; 
Grant us in our latter years Those Thou keepest always see 
Light at evening time. Light at evening time. 


R. H. ROBINSON. 


92 Wienna.—7.7. 7.7. 


J. H. Knecut, 1793. 


THE HOLY 


1 To the name of God on high, 
God of might and majesty, 
God of heaven and earth and sea 
Blessing, praise, and glory be. 


2 To the name of Christ the Lord, 
Son of God, incarnate Word, 
Christ, by whom all things were made, 
Be all honour ever paid. 


TRINITY. 


3 To the Holy Spirit be 
Equal praise eternally, 
With the Father and the Son 
One in name, in glory one. 


4 This the song of ages past, 
Song that shall for ever last ; 
Let the ages yet to be 
Join the cheerful melody. 


5 Glorious is our God, the Lord ! 
Praises, then, with one accord 
To His holy name be given, 
By the sons of earth and heaven, — 
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H. BONAR, 


Christ Chapel.—z.7. 7.7. 


C. STEGGALL, Mus. Doc. 


1 Gop Eternal, Lord of all, 
Lowly at Thy feet we fall ; 
All the earth doth worship Thee, 
We amidst the throng would be. 


2 Holy, holy, holy ! cry 
Angels round Thy throne on high : 
Lord of all the heavenly powers, 
Be the same loud anthem ours. | 


3 Glorified Apostles raise 
Night and day continual praise ; 
Hast not Thou a mission too 
For Thy children here to do? 


73 


4 With the Prophets’ goodly line 
We in mystic bond combine ; 
For Thou hast to babes revealed 
Things that to the wise were sealed. 


5 Martyrs, in a noble host, 
Of the Cross are heard to boast : 
O that we our cross may bear, 
And a crown of glory wear. 


6 God eternal, Mighty King, 
Unto Thee our praise we bring ; 
To the Father, and the Son, 
Ard the Spirit, Three in One. 
AMBROSE. Trans. by J. E. MILLARD. 
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THE HOLY TRINITY. 


Shiloh,—7.6. 7.6. D. 


Special. 
S. SALVATORI. 


SS | 
a Ss 


pw oe io aoe on 

eS ee ae 
—— eo = = 
SSS 

fo L [= gs S. 
= SS] 
| SXUN : 
Sees PSE eee | 
j iy ae 
—- Se a= == SS 


1 I coms to Thee, my Father, 

For a blessing on this day, 

And ask Thee to walk with me 
Along life’s happy way. 

The sun is shining brightly 
Upon my path just now ; 

But they tell me storms are coming 
When none can help but Thou. 


2 I come to Thee, dear Saviour ; 
O let me feel Thy hand,. 
As I look into the darkness 
Of the new and unknown land ; 
But I know there must be brightness 
Where’er my steps may tend, 
Tf only Thou art with me, 
My Saviour and my Friend. 


74 


3 I come to Thee, blest Spirit, 

My Teacher and my Guide, 

And ask Thee to watch o’er me, 
Lest I wander from Thy side. 

I know not what the future 
May have in store for me ; 

But constant, through the changes, 
Will be my need of Thee. 


4 O Father, Son, and Spirit, 
Hear Thou my prayer to-day, 
That the brightness of Thy presence 
May light me all the way ; 
Then I shall fear no shadow 
Which o’er my path may fall, 
But greet the new year gladly, 
For Thou art over all. 
H. P. H. 


The Holy Scriptures. 
95 St. Ann.—c.m. 


Ascribed to Dr. Wu 


. CRoFt, 1708, 


eA 


1 Great God, with wonder and with praise, 
On all Thy works I look ; 
But still Thy wisdom, power, and grace 
Shine brightest in Thy book. 


2 The stars that in their courses roll 
Have much instruction given ; 
But Thy good Word informs my soul 
How I may climb to heaven. 


8 The fields provide me food, and show 
The goodness of the Lord ; 
But fruits of life and glory grow 
In Thy most holy Word. 


4 Lord, make me understand Thy law, 
Show what my faults have been ; 
And from Thy Gospel let me draw 
Pardon for all my sin. 


5 Here would I learn how Christ hath died, 
To save my soul from hell ; 
Not all the books on earth beside 
Such heavenly wonders tell. ISAAC WATTS, 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


96 Morwood,—11.11. 11.11. 


SAMUEL SMITH. 


1 THe Bible! The Bible! More precious than gold 
The hopes and the glories its pages unfold : 
It speaks of a Saviour, and tells of His love, 
It shows us the way to the mansions above. 


2 The Bible! The Bible! Blest volume of truth, 
How sweetly it smiles on the season of youth; 
It bids us seek early the pearl of great price, 
Ere the heart is enslaved in the bondage of vice. 


8 The Bible! The Bible! We hail it with joy, 
Its truths and its glories our tongues shall employ ; 
We'll sing of its triumphs, we’ll tell of its worth, 
And send its glad tidings all over the earth, 


4 The Bible! The Bible! The valleys shall ring, 
And hill-tops re-echo the notes that we sing; 
Our banners, inscribed with its precepts and rules, 
Shall long wave in triumph, the joy of our schools. 


AMERICAN, 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


Ernan.—L. M 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. 
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1 Tuts is a precious book indeed ! 
Happy the child who loves to read ! 


*Tis God’s own word, which He has given, 
To show our souls the way to heaven. 


2 It tells us how the world was made, 


And how good men the Lord obeyed ; 


Here His commands are written too, 
To teach us what we ought to do, 


3 It bids us all from sin to fly, 

~ Because our souls can never die ; 
It points to heaven, where angels dwell, 
And warns us to escape from hell. 


4 But what is more than all beside, 
The Bible tells us Jesus died ; 
This is its best, its chief intent, 
To lead poor sinners to repent. 
JANE TAYLOR. 


tbart’s.—7.7. 7.7. 


B. MILGROVE. 


1 Hoty Bible, book divine, 
Precious treasure, thou art mine! 
Mine, to tell me whence I came, 
Mine, to teach me what I am! 


2 Mine, to chide me when I rove, 
Mine, to show a Saviour’s love ; 
Mine thou art, to guide my feet, 
Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit. 
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3 Mine, to comfort in distress, 
If the Holy Spirit bless ; 
Mine, to show, by living faith, 
Man can triumph over death ; 


4 Mine, to tell of joys to come, 
Show the rebel sinner’s doom : 
O thou blesséd book divine, 
Precious treasure, thou art mine! 
JOHN BURTON, SENR, 


THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


99 how sweet the Bible.—11.8.11.8 p. 


JOHN GUEST. 


s| 


1 How sweet is the Bible! How pure is the light 

That streams from its pages divine ; 

"Tis a star that shines soft through the gloom of the night, 
Of jewels a wonderful mine. 

"Tis bread for the hungry, ’tis food for the poor, 
A balm for the wounded and sad ; 

"Tis the gift of a Father, His likeness is there, 
And the hearts of His children are glad. 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


2 ’Tis the voice of the Saviour ; how sweet in the storm 

It speaks to the sinner distressed ! 

The tempest is hushed, and the sea becomes calm, 
The troubled and weary find rest. 

’Tis a friend’s loving counsel, the voice of a guide, 
How gentle and faithful and true! 

No harm can the dear little pilgrim betide 
Whose feet its directions pursue. 


3 No words like the words of the Saviour, nor can 

Their sweetness or value be told; 

They are words “‘fitly spoken” to sorrowful man, 
Like beautiful ‘‘ apples of gold.” 

O teach me, blest Jesus, to seek for Thy face, 
To me let Thy welcome be given ; 

Now speak to my heart some kind message of grace, 
And words that shall guide me to heaven. 

G. T. CONGREVE. 


100 Elvet.—c.m. 


REV. J. B. Dykes, Mus. Doe. 


1 Lamp of our feet, whereby we trace 3 Pillar of fire, through watches dark, 
Our path when wont to stray ; And radiant cloud by day ; [bark, 
Stream from the fount of heavenly grace; When waves would whelm our tossing 
Brook by the traveller’s way: Our anchor and our stay ; 
2 Bread of our souls, whereon we feed, 4 Word of the Everlasting God, 
True manna from on high ; Will of His glorious Son ; 
Our guide and chart, wherein we read Without Thee how could earth be trod, 
Of realms beyond the sky ; Or heaven itself be won ? 


5 Lord, grant us all aright to learn 
The wisdom it imparts, 
And to its heavenly teaching turn, 
With simple, childlike hearts. 
BERNARD BARTON, 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


101 St. Magnus,—ce.M. 


1 How shall the young secure their hearts, And through the dangers of the night, 


And guard their lives from sin ? A lamp to lead our way. 
Thy word the choicest rules imparts ; 
: 4 The men that keep Thy law with care, 
To keep the conscience clean, ‘And snediiatomlh iron 
2 When once it enters to the mind, Grow wiser than their teachers are, 
It spreads such light abroad, And better know the Lord. 
The meanest souls instruction find, Th qi Jasti ae 
And raise their thoughts to God. 5 u word is everlasting en se 
» How pure is every page ! 
3 ’Tis, like the sun, a heavenly light, That holy book shall guide our youth, 
That guides us all the day, And well support our age. 


ISAAC WATTS. 


102 Cassel,.—z.7. 7.7.7.7. 


Choral Book of Bohemian Brethren. 
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1 O rHarT I, like Timothy, Till for God mature I grow, 
Might the Holy Scriptures know, Made unto salvation wise, 
From mine early infancy, Ready for the glorious prize. 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


2 Jesus, all-redeeming Lord, 3 Open now mine eyes of faith, 
Full of truth, and full of grace, Open now the Book of God ; 
Make me understand Thy Word, Show me here the sacred path, 
Teach me in my youthful days Leading to Thy blest abode ; 
Wisdom by Thy Word to see, Wisdom from above impart, 
Wise through faith which is in Thee, Speak the meaning to my heart. 
O. WESLEY. 
103 Wonderful Words,—s.6. 8.6.6.6. With Chorus. 
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1 Smve them over again to me, Sinner, list to the loving call, 
Wonderful words of life ! Wonderful words of life! 
Let me more of their beauty see, All so freely given, 
Wonderful words of life ! Wooing us to heaven ! 
es Sa ee ae ' 3 Sweetly echo the Gospel call, 


Wonderful words of life ! 


Beautiful words ! wonderful words ! Offer 
; batten pardon and peace to all 
i ageraeh, words of lite Wonderful words of life ! ” 
2 Christ, the Blessed One, gives to all Jesus, only Saviour, 


Wonderful words of life ! Sanctify for ever ! 
i P. P. BLISS. 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


Bradford.—7.6. 8.6. 8.6. 8.6. 
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1 WE won’t give up the Bible, Though men'may try to seize our prize, 
God’s holy book of truth ; And rob us by their might, 
The blessed staff of hoary age, Yet we'll defy their hateful power, 


The guide of early youth : 


And God defend the right. 
The sun that sheds a glorious light 


O’er every dreary road ; 3 We WCE, t give up the Bible— 

The voice that speaks a Saviour’s love, We'll shout it far and wide, 
And calls us back to God. Until the echo shall be heard 

; Beyond the rolling tide, 
2 We won't give up the Bible, Till all shall know that we, though young, 

For pleasure or for pain : Withstand such treacherous art, 

We'll buy the truth, and sell it not And that from God’s own sacred Word 
For all that we may gain. We'll never, never part. 


W. M. WHITTEMORE, 


Che Gospel Wessage. 
105 Wibosoever will !—10.11.11.7. With Chorus. 


P. P. Buss. 


THE GOSPEL MESSAGE, 


will may come!” 
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1 ‘* WHOSOEVER heareth!” Shout, shout the sound ! 
Send the blessed tidings all the world around ! 
Spread the joyful news wherever man is found, 

** Whosoever will may come.” 
““ Whosoever will! whosoever will!” 
Send the proclamation over vale and hill ; 
*Tis a loving Father calls the wanderer home ; 
‘‘ Whosoever will may come!” 


2 Whosoever cometh need not delay ; 
Now the door is open, enter while ye may ; 
Jesus is the true, the only Living Way ; 
‘“‘Whosoever will may come,” 


8 ‘* Whosoever will,” the promise is secure ; 
‘¢ Whosoever will,” for ever shall endure ; 
*‘ Whosoever will,” ’tis life for evermore ; 
‘Whosoever will may come.” 
; P. P. BLISS. 
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THE GOSPEL MESSAGE. 


Winchester Old,—o.M. 


Autson’s Psalter, 1599. 
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1 YE hearts with youthful vigour warm, 3 “The soul that longs to see My face, 


In smiling crowds draw near, Is sure My love to gain ; 
And turn from every mortal charm, And those that early seek My grace 
A Saviour’s voice to hear. Shall never seek in vain.” 
2 He, Lord of all the worlds on high, 4 What object, Lord, my soul should move, 
Stoops to converse with you, If once compared with Thee ? 
And lays His radiant glories by, What beauty should command my love, 
Your friendship to pursue. Like what in Christ I see ? 


5 Away, ye false, delusive toys, 
Vain tempters of the mind ! 
*Tis here I fix my lasting choice, 
And here true bliss I find. 
P. DODDRIDGE. 


107 Jordan.—12.12. 12.12. With Chorus. 


THE GOSPEL MESSAGE. 


praise Him 


=e! 


1 THE voice of free grace cries, Escape to the mountain, 
For Adam’s lost race He hath opened a fountain ; 
For sin and uncleanness, and every transgression, 

His blood flows so freely in streams of salvation, 


Hallelujah to the Lamb, who hath bought us a pardon, 
We'll praise Him again when we pass over Jordan. ~ 


2 This.fountain’s so wide, we may all find salvation, 
In Jesus’s side there is plenteous redemption ; 
Though your sins be increased as high as a mountain, 
His blood can remove them, it streams from the fountain. 


3 In Jesus rejoice, then, triumphantly glorious ; 
O’er sin, death, and hell, He is more than victorious ; 
With transport proclaiming, O trust in His passion, 
We all may be saved with a certain salvation. 


4 Our Jesus proclaims still His name all-victorious ; 
He reigns above all and His kingdom is glorious ; 
To Jesus, our King, in the great congregation, 
With triumph we'll sing, ascribing salvation. 


5 When on Zion we stand, safe escaped to the shore, 
With palms in our hands we will praise Him the more ; 
We'll range the sweet plains on the banks of the river, 
And sing of salvation for ever and ever. 
a RICHARD BURDSALL, 


THE GOSPEL MESSAGE. 


Wlelton.—s.s. 8.8. (Anapastic.) 


H. J. GAUNTLETT, Mus. Doc. 
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1 Comg, children, ’tis Jesus commands, 
The voice of your Saviour obey ; 
When Jesus inviting you stands, 
No mortal should turn you away. 


2 The children He folds in His arms, 
Must surely be blesséd indeed, 
Preserved by His grace from all harms, 
Enriched with the blessings they need. 


109 Ottawa,—10.s. 


3 Let parents with thankfulness own 
Th’ encouragement Jesus has given, 
Delighted to hear Him make known, 
“Of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 
4 And when their young offspring they see 
Thus early to Jesus brought nigh, 
Their guardians and guides let them be, 
Till fitted to meet them on high, 
R. CO, BRACKENBURY. 
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1 THE Master-is come, and calleth for thee 
He stands at the door of thy heart, 
No friend so forgiving, so gentle as He; 
O say, wilt thou let Him depart ? 
Patiently waiting, earnestly pleading, 
Jesus, thy Saviour, knocks at thy heart. 


2 The Master has come with blessings for thee, 
Arise and His’ message receive ; 

Thy ransom is purchased, thy pardon is free, 
If thou wilt repent and believe. 


3 The Master is come, and calleth thee now ; 
This moment what joy may be thine! 
How tender the smile that illumines His brow, 
A pledge of His favour Divine. 


4 He waits for thee still, then haste with delight, 
Oh ! fly to the arms of His love ; 
Press on to that beautiful mansion of light, 


Prepared in His kingdom above. 
FANNY J. CROSBY. 
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110 The Sweet Woice.—12.12. 12.19. with Chorus. 


| W. H. Doane. 
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1 WHEN the roses of youth all their beauty display, 
And the world seems as bright as a glad summer day, 
When our hearts are as happy as happy can be, 
There’s a sweet voice that whispers, ‘‘O come unto Me.” 


Softly and low, softly and low, 

Telling of rest in its love-breathing tone, 
Softly and low, softly and low, 

Saviour, dear Saviour, that voice is Thine own. 


2 When we gather with friends in the temple of prayer, 
And the eye of our Father looks down on us there, 
When we mingle our voices with hearts glad and free, 
Still the call is repeated, ‘‘O come unto Me.” 


8 Let us come in our youth, and, as long as we live, 
Our affection, our worship, to Jesus we’ll give ; 
Then, whatever our trials or conflicts may be, 
Still that sweet voice will whisper, ‘‘O come unto Me.” 


4 When the spring-time is over, and summer is past, 
When the snowflakes around us are falling at last, 
To the spirit how joyful the message will be— 
“Come and rest you for ever in glory with Me,” 
AMERICAN. 
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1 Tet me the old, old story 
Of unseen things above, 
Of Jesus and His glory, 
Of Jesus and His love. 
Tell me the story simply, 
As to a little child, 
For I am weak and weary, 
And helpless and defiled. 
Tell me the old, old story 
Of Jesus and His love. 


2 Tell me the story slowly, 

That I may take it in, 

That wonderful redemption, 
God’s remedy for sin. 

Tell me the story often, 
For I forget so soon ; 

The “early dew” of morning 
Has passed away at noon. 
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3 Tell me the story softly, 
With earnest tones and grave ; 
Remember, I’m the sinner 
Whom Jesus came to save. 
Tell me the story always, 
If you would really be, 
In any time of trouble, 
A comforter to me, 


4 Tell me the same old story, 
When you have cause to fear 
That this world’s empty glory 
Is costing me too dear. 
Yes, and when that world’s glory 
Is dawning on my soul, 
Tell me the old, old story, 
“Christ Jesus makes thee whole.” 
KATE HANKEY. 


Dr. SCHEFFLER. 


\ — 


1 BEHOLD, a Stranger,at the door ! 
He gently knocks, has knocked before, 
Has waited long, is waiting still ; 
You use no other friend so ill. 


2 But will He prove a friend indeed ? 
He will,—the very Friend you need ; 
The Man of Nazareth is He, 

With garments dyed at Calvary. 


3 O lovely attitude ! He stands, 
With melting heart and open hands ; 
O matchless kindness ! and He shows 
This matchless kindness to His foes, 


4 Rise, touched with gratitude Divine, 
Turn out His enemy and thine, 
Turn out that hateful monster, sin, 
And let the heavenly Stranger in. 
JOSEPH GRIGG. 
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mre Crown of Jesus Music. 
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1 On Samuel, when a tender child, 3 He also calls in accents mild, 
The Lord in kind compassion smiled, ‘‘Children, to Me be reconciled, 
And called him by His sovereign grace,  Seekpardoninggracethrough J esu’s blood, 
To do His will, and seek His face : Who died to bring your souls to God.” 
The youth replied in holy fear, Like Samuel, we this call revere: 
“Speak, Lord, for I Thy servant hear.” “Speak, Lord, for we Thy servants hear.” 
2 Loud calls He also us doth give, 4 Repeated calls to us are made, 
To watch and pray, repent and live ; To seek His Holy Spirit’s aid, 
Shall we these calls then disregard, That we may feel our hearts renewed, 
And thus for heaven be unprepared ? Our graces reign, and sin subdued ; 
No; let us say with hearts sincere, To these we say, with hearts sincere, 
‘Speak, Lord, for we Thy servants hear.” ‘‘Speak, Lord, for we Thy servants hear,” 


ANON, 
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114 Let Children come.—4.s. 4.7. 4.7. 4.7. 


JOHN FRANCIS BARNETT. 
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115 DLongsight.—s.7.8.7. With Chorus. 
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1 Hark! the Gospel news is sounding, Christ invites you to the fountain, 
Christ has suffered on the tree, Come and wash your sins away. 
Streams of mercy are abounding, é ; ees F 
Grace for all is rich and free. 3 Grace is flowing like a river, 


Millions there have been supplied ; 
Still it flows as fresh as ever 
From the Saviour’s wounded side. 


I love Jesus, Hallelujah ! 
I love Jesus, yes, I do; 
I love Jesus, He’s my Saviour, 
Jesus smiles and loves me too. 4 Christ alone shall be our portion, 
Soon we hope to meet above ; 
2 Oh! escape to yonder mountain, Then we'll bathe in the full ocean 
Now begin to watch and pray 5 Of the great Redeemer’s love. ANON. 
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116 Matdstone.—7.7. 7.7. 7.7. 


W. B. GitBert, Mus. Doe. 


1 Harx! a still small voice is heard 2 “‘Those who with devoted mind, 
Gently speaking from above, Seek, in early life, My face, 
Tis the great Redeemer’s word, Shall my lasting favour find, 
Tis the message of His love: And enjoy My richest grace : 
Hear the call to you addressed, Early, then, while yet I wait, 
Ye who would be truly blessed. Seek Me, ere it be too late.” 


3 Lord, we come, without delay, 

We would love and seek Thee thus ; 
Jesus, now Thy love display, 

Saving, guiding, blessing us ! 
May we dwell with Thee above, 
Ever happy in Thy love ! 

JOHN BURTON, JUN. 
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117 Come to the momar With Chorus. 


G. F. Roo. 
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1 Cong to the Saviour, make no ss. 2 ‘Suffer the children !” O hear His voice ! 
Here in His Word He shows us the way; Let every heart leap forth and rejoice ; 


Here in our midst He’s standing to-day, And let us freely make Him our choice ; 
Tenderly saying, ‘‘ Come!” Do not delay, but come, 


Joyful, joyful will the meeting be 8 Think once again, He’s with us to-day, 
ca ae sin our hearts are pureand Heed now His blest command, and obey ; 
Hear now His accents tenderly say, 
Ne ay ‘shall gather, Saviour, with Thee, “Will you, My children, come?” 
In our eternal home. G. F. ROOT. 


118 Almost Persuaded.—9.9. 6.6. 6.4. 


PoP, BrISs; 
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1 “ Aumost vein” ae to aes vere are lingering near, 
‘“¢ Almost persuaded” Christ to receive, Prayers rise from hearts so dear, 
Seems now some soul to say ?— O wanderer, come. 
e Go, Spirit, go Thy tae 3 ‘ Almost persuaded,” harvest is past! 
ma. Thee Meal” ay ‘‘ Almost persuaded,” doom comes at last! 
De ee nes * Almost” cannot avail, 
2 ‘* Almost persuaded,” come, come to-day ; “ Almost” is but to fail ; 
* Almost persuaded,” turn not away ; Sad, sad, that bitter wail— 
Jesus invites you here, “ Almost,”—but lost ! 
P. P. BLISS. 
, , , 
The Christian Life. 
PRAYER, 
119 Claremont.—c.M. 
J. FOSTER. 


1 Our Father, God, who art in heaven, Who sin against us, so may we 
All hallowed be Thy name ; Forgiving grace receive. 
Thy kingdom come ; Thy will be done 3 {nto temptation lead us not ; 
Tn earth and heaven the same. From evil set us free; [power 
2 Give us this day our daily bread ; And Thine the kingdom, Thine the 
~ And as we tiose forgive And glory ever be. 


ADONIRAM JUDSON. 
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By permission of Novello, Ewer and Co. 
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1 Day by day the manna fell ; 4 Thou my daily task shalt give, 


Oh ! to learn this lesson well ; Day by day to Thee I live ; 

Still, by constant mercy fed, So shall added years fulfil, 

Give me, Lord, my daily bread. Not my own—my Father’s will. 
2 Day by day—the promise reads, 5 Fond ambition, whisper not ; 

Daily strength for daily needs ; Happy is my humble lot ; 

Cast foreboding fears away, Anxious, busy cares, away ! 


Take the manna of to-day. I’m provided for to-day. 
8 Lord, my times are in Thy hand ; 
All my sanguine hopes have planned, By the energy of prayer, 


To Thy wisdom I resign, Strong in faith, with mind subdued, 
And would make Thy purpose mine. Yet elate with gratitude. 


JOSIAH CONDER. 
121 Mottingbam.—7.7. 7.7. 


6 Oh! to live exempt from care 


1 Farner, lead me day by day 
Ever in Thine own sweet way ; 
Teach me to be pure and true, 


Keep me safe by Thy dear side ; 
Let me in Thy love abide. 


3 When I’m tempted ta do wrong, 
Show me what I ought to do. Make me steadfast, wise, and a ; 
2 When in danger, make me brave ; And when all alone I stand, 


Make me know that Thou canst save ; 


Shield me with Thy mighty hand, 
100 


PRAYER. 


4 When my heart is full of glee, 6 May I see the good and bright 
Help me to remember Thee, When they pass before my sight ; 
Happy most of all to know May I hear the heavenly voice 
That my Father loves me so. When the pure and wise rejoice. 

5 When my work seems hard and dry 7 May I do the good I know, 

May I press on cheerily : Be Thy loving child below, 
Help me patiently to bear Then at last go home to Thee, 
Pain and hardship, toil and care. Evermore Thy child to be. 


J. PAGE HOV?S, 


122 Evangel.—s.7. 8.7. 4.7. 


EK. J. Hopxrns, Mus. Doc, 


1 Fatuer, let Thy benediction, 38 When temptations shall assail us, 
Gently falling as the dew, When we falter by the way, 
And Thy ever-gracious presence Let Thine arm of strength defend us, 
Bless us all our journey through : Saviour, hear us when we pray : 
May we ever Thou art mighty, 
Keep the end of life in view. Be Thou then our rock and stay. 


2 Young in years, we need the wisdom 4 Praise aud blessing, power and glory, 


Which can only come from Thee ; Will we render, Lord, to Thee ; 
In the morn of our existence For the news of Thy salvation 
Let us Thy salvation see ; Shall extend from sea to sea, 
Changed in spirit, All the nations 
We shall then Thy children be. - Joyfully shall worship Thee. 


MRS, M, E. SHELLY. 
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123 Colchester.—é.6. 6.6. 8.8. 


Dr. WM. CROFT. 


1 THE village home was sad, 3 How many weeping souls 
And all the hills around Find sorrow hard to bear, 
Fair Bethany seemed clad When over them it rolls, 
In mournful gloom profound ; And Jesus is not there? 
For Mary there with Martha dwelt, The hearts that ache with worldly pain, 
And low in grief the sisters knelt. May from the world small comfort gain. 
2 There Lazarus lay dead, 4 Like Mary, let us pray 
The brother whom they loved, For Jesus in our woe ; 
And by that silent bed Like Martha, on the way 
Yheir loneliness they proved ; To meet Him let us go; 
And who could now their sorrow share? For half our sorrow would not come 
They wept, for Jesus was not there. If Jesus dwelt with us at home. 


5 Tell Him the trouble deep 
That fills your aching breast 
And with you He will weep, 
And give your spirit rest ; 
There is no grief too hard to bear 
If only you have Jesus near. 


W. H, PARKER. 
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1 How sweet it is in early youth 8 Forbid it, Lord, that we should stray 
To tread the sacred paths of truth, Far distant from Thy holy way, 
From sin’s deceitful snares to run, Or so deceived and thoughtless be 
And find @ heaven on earth begun ! As to love pleasure more than Thee. 

2 How happy is the soul that knows 4 Though fools may make a mock of sin, 
What perfect peace and calm repose O teach us wisely to begin 
A gracious Father deigns to give To seek the safe and narrow road 
To them who by His precepts live ! That leads to happiness and God. 


W. H. BATHURST, 


125 Pilgrimage.—z.7. 7.7. 


Har. by Siz R. P. Stewart, Mus. Doc. 


ON a be 
See ee = = e PA Pia Pn 2 
H = r + 
et a ae S22 el 
1 Mors like Jesus would I be, 3 More like Jesus when I pray, 
Let my Saviour dwell with me, More like Jesus day by day : 
Fill my soul with peace and love, May I rest me by His side, 
Make me gentle as a dove. Where the tranquil waters glide. 
2 More like Jesus would I go, ~ 4 Born of Him, through grace renewed, 
Pilgrim in this world below ; By His love my will subdued ; 
Poor in spirit would I be, Rich in faith I still would be, 
Let my Saviour dwell in me. Let my Saviour dwell in me. 


FANNY J, CROSBY, 
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RICHARD FARRANT, 1585. 
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1 O Gop of Bethel! by whose hand 
Thy people still are fed ; 
Who, through this earthly pilgrimage, 
Hast all our fathers led : 


2 Our fervent prayers we now present 
Before Thy throne of grace ; 
God of our fathers! be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 


3 Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wandering footsteps guide ; 
Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 


4 O spread Thy covering wings around, 
Till all our wanderings cease, 
And at our Father’s loved abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. 


5 Now, with the humble voice of prayer, 
Thy mercy we implore ; 
Then, with the grateful voice of praise, 
Thy goodness we'll adore. 
P. DODDRIDGE. 
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‘Refugium.—z7.7. 7.7. D. 


JOHN FRANCIS BARNETT. 
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1 Jzsus, Lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high ! 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the storm of life be past ! 
Save into the haven guide ; 
Oh, receive my soul at last. 


2 Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ; 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me. 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing. 


3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 
More than all in Thee I find: 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 
Just and Holy is Thy name, 
I am all unrighteousness ; 
False and full of sin I am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


4 Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 

Grace to cover all my sin: 

Let the healing streams abound ; 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Thou of life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee ; 

Spring Thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. 

C, WESLEY. 
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128 Pass me not.—s.5.8.5. With Chorus. 


W.H. Doane. 
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1 Pass me not, O gentle Saviour, 2 Let me at a throne of mercy 
Hear my humble ery ! Find a sweet relief ; 
While on others Thou art calling, Kneeling there in deep contrition, 
Do not pass me by. Help my unbelief. 
Saviour ! Saviour ! 3 Trusting only in Thy merit 
Hear my humble cry, Would I seek Thy face ; 
And while others Thou art calling, Heal my wounded, broken spirit, 
Do not pass me by. Save me by Thy grace. 


4 Thou, the spring of all my comfort, 
More than life to me, 
Whom have I on earth beside Thee, 
Whom in heaven but Thee ? 
FANNY J. CROSBY, 
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129 Mannbetm.—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


1 Saviour, round Thy footstool bending, 8 No harsh words of indignation 


See our youthful band appear ; Drive this little flock from Thee ; 
Let Thy Spirit, now descending, Gentle is Thy invitation, 

Our petition deign to hear. ‘«Suffer them to come to Me.” 
Thou art willing, Thou art willing ; Blessed Saviour, Blesséd Saviour, 

For Thy grace is always near. Let us each Thy kingdom see. 

2 Once on earth to share Thy blessing 4 Gracious Saviour ! Thou hast taught us 
Children sought to meet Thine eye, That Thy words unchanged remain ; 
While the anxious mothers pressing To Thy feet our friends have brought us 
Brought their helpless infants nigh ; Heavenly blessings to obtain ; 

For Thy favour, for Thy favour, O receive us! O receive us! 
All their wants could well supply. Thou wilt not our prayer disdain, 


5 Take us, then, Thou kind Protector, 
Fold us ’neath Thy watchful care, 
Be our Shepherd, Friend, Director, 
In Thine arms of mercy bear. 
Guide to glory, guide to glory ; 
We shall dwell in safety there. 
MRS, PARSON, 
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130 Whiter than Snow.—11.11. 11.11. With Chorus. 


W. G. FISCHER. 
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1 Lorp Jesus, I long to be perfectly whole, 
I want Thee for ever to live in my soul ; 
Break down every idol, cast out every foe, 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 


Whiter than snow, yes, whiter than snow, 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 


2 Lord Jesus, let nothing unholy remain, 
Apply Thine own blood, and extract every stain ; 
To get this blest cleansing I all things forego, 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 


8 Lord Jesus, look down from Thy throne in the skies, 
And help me to make a complete sacrifice ; 
I give up myself and whatever I know, 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 


4 Lord Jesus, for this I most humbly entreat, 
I wait, blesséd Lord, at Thy crucified feet ; 
By faith for my cleansing I see Thy blood’ flow, 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 


5 Lord Jesus, Thou seest I patiently wait, 
Come now, and within me a new heart ‘create ; H 
To those who have sought Thee, Thou never saidst, No; 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 
J, NICHOLSON, 


ING 


PRAYER. 


131 - Walstad.—s7a0, 


1 CHILDHOOD’s years are passing o’er us, 3 Hark ! it is the Saviour calling— 
Youthful days will soon be flown ; ** Little children, come to Me ;” 
Cares and trials lie before us, Jesus, keep our feet from falling, 
Hidden dangers, snares unknown. Teach us all to follow Thee.. 
2 Oh! may He who, meek and lowly, , 4 Soon we part; it may be, never, 
Trod Himself this vale of woe, Never here to meet again ; 
Make us His, and make us holy, Oh! to meet in heaven for ever! 
Guide and guard us while we go, Oh! the crown of life to gain ! 
W. DICKSON, 


132 PBethblebem.—s.M. 


S. 8. WESLEY, Mus. Doc. 


1 FatuHER of mercies! hear Yet then, although it seem to die, 
The notes that children raise ; It shall revive and live. 


To our request bow down Thine ear, 4 Then, though the sower weep, 
And hearken to our praise. Ere long, with thankful voice, 
2 Within our hearts the seed Both he who sows and they who reap 
Of sacred truth is sown ; Together shall rejoice. 
But, Lord ! the blessing that we need, 5 Thou dost the seed prepare, 


Must come from Thee alone. ‘And make it spring when sown ; 


83 That seed will buried lie : And if a hundredfold it bear, 
Till Thou the increase give ; The praise is all Thine own. 
G W. DOANE. 
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Claremont,—c.M. 


J. FOSTER. 


1 Lorp, I would own Thy tender care, 3 My health, and friends, and parents dear, 
And all Thy love to me ; To me by God are given ; 
The food I eat, the clothes I wear, I have not any blessing here 
Are all bestowed by Thee. But what is sent from heaven. 
2 ’Tis Thou preservest me from death 4 Such goodness, Lord, and constant care, 
And dangers every hour ; I never can repay ; 
I cannot draw another breath But may it be my daily prayer 
Unless Thou give me power. To love Thee, and obey. 


MRS. GILBERT. 


134 Wieber.—7.7. 7.7. 


WEBER. 


1 Saviour! teach me, day by day, Learning how to love from Thee, 
Love’s sweet lesson to obey ; Loving Him who first loved me. 


Sweeter lesson cannot be A : 
Loving Him who first loved me. = aL eG Phe arma 
, 


2 With a childlike heart of love, Ever new that joy will be, 
Sy Thy bidding mer} mous a Loving Him who first loved me. 
rompt to serve and follow Thee. oak 
Loving Him who first loved me. ‘ Oa li fants US Py 
+ ’ 


3 Teach me all Thy steps to trace, Singing, till Thy face I see, 
Strong to follow in Thy grace ; Of His love who first loved me. 
‘ 110 JANE E, LEESON, 


PRAYER, 


135 Hrnold.—c.M. 


Dr. 8. ARNOLD. . 
=, Sea f . 


| 
1 Soon as my youthful lips can speak O bid them all from me depart, 
Their feeble prayer to Thee, Good Lord, remember me. 
O let my heart Thy favour seek ; 4 When, with life’s heavy load oppressed, 
Good Lord, remember me. I bend the trembling knee, 
2 In childhood’s following yearsmy tongue Then give my suffering spirit rest, 
Tuned to Thy praise shall be ; Good Lord, remember me. 
And this the heartfelt, humble song, 5 O let me, on the bed of death, 
Good Lord, remember me. Thy great salvation see, 
3 From every sin that wounds the heart And cry with my expiring breath, 
May I be taught to flee ; Good Lord, remember me. 


ROWLAND HILL, 


136 Belmont.—o.m. 


Arranged from Mozart by 8S. WEBBE. 
1 on. 
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1 Tue Lord attends when children pray, The heart must with the lips agree, 


A whisper He can hear ; Or else we do not pray. 
He knows not only what we say, 4 Teach us, O Lord, to pray aright, 
But what we wish or fear. Thy grace to us impart ; 
2 He sees us when we are alone, That we in prayer may take delight, 
Though no one else can see ; And serve Thee with the heart. 
And all our thoughts to Him are known, 5 Then, heavenly Father, at Thy throne 
Wherever we may be. Thy grace we will proclaim, 
3 ’Tis not enough to bend the knee, And daily our requests make known 
And words of prayer to say ; In our Redeemer’s name. 


JOHN BURTON, JUN, 
11 
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137 Wesper.—s.7. 8.7. D. 


1 Saviour, while my heart is tender, 2 Send me, Lord, where Thou wilt send me, 

I would yield that heart to Thee, Only do Thou guide my way ; 

All my powers to Thee surrender, May Thy grace through life attend me, 
Thine, and only Thine to be. Gladly then shall I obey. 

Take me now, Lord Jesus, take me, Let me do Thy will, or bear it, 
Let my youthful heart be Thine ; I would know no will but Thine ; 

Thy devoted servant make me, Shouldst Thou take my life or spare it, 
Fill my soul with love Divine. I that life to Thee resign, 


3 May this solemn dedication 
Never once forgotten lie ; 
Let it know no revocation, 
Published and confirmed on high. 
Thine I am, O Lord, for ever, 
To Thy service set apart ; 
Suffer me to leave Thee never, 
Seal Thine image on my heart. 
112 JOHN BURTON, JUN, 


PRAYER. 


138 Pearsall,—v.s. 7.6. D. 


St. GALL, Catholische Gesangbuch. 


1 THE blind man in his darkness 

Beside the highway sat ; 

He heard the trampling footsteps 
Throng to the city gate. 

They told him Christ of Nazareth 
That hour was passing by : 

And ‘Jesus, have Thou mercy,” 
Was then the blind man’s cry. 


2 And when the people chid him, 

Still louder criéd he, 

‘¢O Jesu, Son of David, 
Have mercy upon me.” 

O, joy ! He stands and calls him ! 
O gush of great delight ! 

His pitying words have given. 
The blessed gift of sight. 


3 We too had sat in darkness, 

Lost in our sin and care, 

With blind eyes turned to heaven, 
That saw no Saviour there, 

If Jesus had not made us 
His own by love and grace, 

ere in His Church to serve Him, 
And see at last His face. 


4 Then let us rise and follow, 
Since Christ has called us in, 
And cast away the garments 
Of slothfulness and sin ; 
Till from our dim, dark vision 
Each seale be rent away, 
And we behold His glory, 
And see the perfect day, 
MRS. CECIL F, ALEXANDER, 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


139 Dublin.—c.m. 
H. BEMROSE. 


Se hea 


aan eee oe = 


1 THov Guardian of our youthful days, 8 Teach us to prize Thy holy Word, 


To Thee our prayers ascend ; And to its truths attend ; 
To Thee we’ll tune our songs of praise, Then shall we learn to fear the Lord, 
Jesus, the children’s Friend. And love the children’s Friend. 
2 From Thee our daily mercies flow, 4 O may we feel a Saviour’s love, 
Our life and health descend ; To Him our souls commend, 
O save our souls from sin and woe ! Who left His glorious throne above, 
Thou art the children’s Friend. To be the children’ s Friend, 


5 Lord, draw our youthful hearts to Thee, 
And when this life shall end, 
Raise us to live above the sky 
With Thee, the children’s Friend. 
H, F. FLINT, 


140 Prayer.—s.m. 


1 WirH humble heart and tongue, 
Great God, to Thee we pray ; 
Oh may we learn while we are young 
To walk in wisdom’s way. 


2 Now, in our early days, 
Teach us Thy will to know; 
Great God, Thy sanctifying grace 
Betimes on us bestow. 


3 Our hearts, to folly prone, 
Renew by power Divine ; 
Unite them to Thyself alone, 
And make them wholly Thine, 


PRAYER. 


4 Make us, defenceless youth, 
The objects of Thy care ; 


. Help us to choose the way of truth, 


And fly from every snare. 


5 O let Thy word of grace 
Our warmest thoughts employ ; 
Be this, through all our following days 
Our treasure and our joy. 


6 To what Thy laws impart, 
Be our whole soul inclined ; 
O let them dwell within our heart, 
And sanctify our mind. 
ANON, 


141 Flrnold.—c.. 


Dr. 8. ARNOLD. 
aa 


1 By cool Siloam’s shady rill 
How sweet the lily grows! 


How sweet the breath beneath the hill 


Of Sharon’s dewy rose ! 


2 Lo! such the child whose early feet 


The paths of peace have trod, 


Whose secret heart with influence sweet 


Is upward drawn to God. 


3 By cool Siloam’s shady rill 
The lily must decay ; 


The rose that blooms beneath the hill 


Must shortly fade away. 


4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 
Of man’s maturer age : 
Will shake the soul with sorrow’s power, 
And stormy passion’s rage. 


5 O Thou, whose infant feet were found 
Within Thy Father’s shrine, 
Whose years, with changeless virtue 
Were all alike Divine: [crowned, 


6 Dependent on Thy bounteous breath, 
We seek Thy grace alone, 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death, 
To keep us still Thine own ! 
BISHOP HEBER, 
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142 Baveno,—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


Domenica CrMAroSA, 1801, 


: a 


1 Gracious Saviour, gentle Shepherd, 3 Let Thy holy word instruct us, 
Little ones are dear to Thee ; Guide us daily by its light ; 
Gathered with Thine arms, and carried Let Thy love and grace constrain us 
In Thy bosom may we be, To approve whate’er is right, 
Sweetly, fondly, safely tended, Take Thine easy yoke, and wear it, 
From all want and danger free. Strengthened with Thy heavenly might. 
2 Tender Shepherd, never leave us, 4 Taught to lisp the holy praises 
From Thy fold to go astray ; Which on earth Thy children sing, 
By Thy look of love directed, Both with lips and hearts unfeignéd 
May we walk the narrow way ; May we our thank-offerings bring ; 
Thus direct us, and protect us, Then with all the saints in glory 
Lest we fall an easy prey. Join to praise our Lord and King. 


JANE E, LEESON, 


143 fF arrant.—c.m. 


RICHARD Farrant, 1585. 


PRAYER. 


1 ALmicurty God, in humble prayer, 
To Thee our souls we lift ; 
Do Thou our waiting minds prepare 
For Thy most needful gift. 


2 We ask not golden streams of wealth 
Along our path to flow ; 
We ask not undecaying health, 
Nor length of years below. 
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3 We ask not honours, which an hour 
May bring and take away ; 
We ask not pleasure, pomp, and power, 
Lest we should go astray. 


4 We ask for wisdom, Lord, impart 
The knowledge how to live, 
A wise and understanding heart 
To all before Thee give. 
J. MONTGOMERY. 


- Elijab,—7.7. 7.7. 


1 Gop of mercy, throned on high, 
Listen from Thy lofty seat ; 
Hear, O hear our feeble cry, 
Guide, O guide our wandering feet. 


2 Young and erring travellers, we 

All our dangers do not know, 
Scarcely fear the stormy sea, 

Hardly feel the tempest blow. 


3 Jesus, lover of the young, 
Cleanse us with Thy blood Divine ; 
Ere the tide of sin grow strong, 
Save us, Lord, and keep us Thine. 


4 When perplexed in danger’s snare, 
Thou alone our guide canst be ; 
When oppressed with woe and care, 
Whom have we to trust but Thee? 


5 Let us ever hear Thy voice, 
Ask Thy counsel every day ; 
Saints and angels will rejoice, 
If we walk in wisdom’s way. 


6 Saviour, give us faith, and pour 
Hope and love on every soul ; 
Hope, till time shall be no more, 
Love, while endless ages roll ! 
HENRY NEELE. 
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145 = St. Cheresa.—e.s. 6.5.D. Wits, Refrain. 


Treble Voices in Unison. ARTHUR SULLIVAN, 
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Wav - ing wan-d’rers on - ward 


To their home on 


1 BricHTLy gleams our banner, 

Pointing to the sky, 

Waving wanderers onward 
To their home on high. 

Journeying o’er the desert 
Gladly thus we pray, 

And with hearts united 
Take our heavenward way. 


Brightly gleams our banner 
Pointing to the sky, 

Waving wanderers onward 
To their home on high, 


2 Jesus, Lord and Master, 

At Thy sacred feet, 

Here, with hearts rejoicing, 
See Thy children meet. 

Often have we leftThee, 
Often gone astray ; 

Keep us, mighty Saviour, 
In the narrow way. 


8 Pattern of our childhood, 
Once Thyself a child, 
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Make our childhood holy, 
Pure, and meek, and mild. 

In the hour of danger 
Whither can we flee, 

Save to Thee, dear Saviour ? 

. Only unto Thee. 


4 All our days direct us 
In the way we go; 
Lead us on victorious 
Over every foe : 
Bid Thine angels shield us 
When the storm-clouds lower, 
Pardon, Lord, and save us 
In the last dread hour. 


5 Then with saints and angels 
May we join above, 
Offering prayers and praises 
At Thy throne of love. 
When the toil is over, 
Then come rest and peace, 
Jesus in His beauty, 
Songs that never cease, 
T. J. POTTER. 
Altered by BISHOP W. W. HOW. . 
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146 Emicugs.—s.7. 8.7. D. 
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C. C. CONVERSE. 
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1 WHat a Friend we have in Jesus, 
All our sins and griefs to bear ! 
What a privilege to carry 
Everything to God in prayer? 
Oh, what peace we often forfeit, 


Oh, what needless pain we bear ; 


All because we do not carry 
Everything to God in prayer ! 
2 Have we trials and temptations, 
Is there trouble anywhere ? 
We should never be discouraged ; 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 


147 1st Tune. 


Origon,—7.6. 7.6. D. 


,Can we find a friend so faithful, 


Who will all our sorrows share ? 


Jesus knows our every weakness ; 


Take it to the Lord in prayer. 


3 Are we weak and heavy-laden, 


Cumbered with a load of care ? 

Precious Saviour, still our refuge ; 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee ? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer ; 

In His arms He’ll take and shield thee, 
Thou wilt find a solace there. 

W. B. BRADBURY. 


PRAYER. 


147 2nd Tune. Hlpbha.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


H. J. LESLIE. 
PN 
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1 Go when the morning shineth, 

Go when the noon is bright, 

Go when the day declineth, 
Go in the hush of night; 

Go with pure mind and feeling, 
Cast earthly thoughts away, 

And in thy chamber kneeling, 
Do thou in secret pray. 


2 Remember all who love thee, 
All who are loved by thee; 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee, 
If any such there be. 
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Then, for thyself, in meekness, 
A blessing humbly claim, 

And link with each petition 
Thy great Redeemer’s name. 


3 But if ’tis e’er denied thee 
In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o’er thee, 
When friends are round thy way; 
Hen then in silent breathing 
Thy spirit raised above 
May reach His throne of glory, 
Of mercy, truth, and love. 
MRS, JANE CROSS SIMPSON, 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
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Sweet thour of Prayer.—p.L.M. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 


B= = 


1 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of 3 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of 


prayer ! 
That calls me from a world of care, 
And bids me at my Father’s throne 
Make all my wants and wishes known. 
In seasons of distress and grief, 
My soul has often found relief, 
And oft escaped the tempter’s snare, 
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer ! 


2 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of 4 


prayer! 
The joy 1 feel, the bliss I share 
Of those whose anxious spirits burn 
With strong desires for Thy return, 
With such I hasten to the place 


Where God my Saviour shows His face,: - 


And gladly take my station there, 
To wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer! 


prayer! 
Thy wings shall my petition bear 
To Him whose truth and faithfulness 
Engage the waiting soul to bless. 
And since He bids me seek His face, 
Believe His word, and trust His grace, 
Pll cast on Him my every care, 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer ! 


Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of 
prayer ! 

May I thy consolations share! 

Till, from Mount Pisgah’s lofty height, 

I view my heaven, and take my flight. 

This robe of flesh I’ll drop, and rise 

To seize the everlasting prize, 

And shout, while passing through the air, 

Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of prayer! 
WALFORD, 


j PRAYER. 


149 St. Werbergb.—s.s. 8.8. 8.8. 


REv. J. B. Dykes, Mus. Doc. 


1 AtmicHty Father! hear the prayer 3 Jesus, our Saviour, bids us come 

From children’s lips ascending high : To ask to be through Him forgiven ; 
Let every soul Thy blessing share, O save us then, direct us home, 

Our weakness aid, our wants supply, Fit us to share Thy glorious heaven, 
From sin’s dark bondage set us free, Our natures change, our wills subdue, 
And help us, Lord, to come to Thee. And all our souls in love renew. 

2 Help us to lay the world aside,— 4 Nor pray we for ourselves alone, 

From all its cares our souls release, But with our supplications blend 
Dispel our fears, subdue our pride, The fervent wish that Thou wouldst own 

And let us spend this hour in peace ; And bless each teacher, parent, friend. 
And while we bow before Thy throne, Father ! exert Thy power Divine, 

Help us to look to Thee alone. Till all are saved, and all are Thine. 


; T, SCHOFIELD. 
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150 Oceana.—8.8. 8.8. 8.8. 


JOHN FRANCIS BARNETT. 


1 Erernat Father, strong to save, 3 O Sacred Spirit, who didst brood 
Whose arm doth bind the restless wave, | Upon the chaos dark and rude, 
Who bidd’st the mighty ocean deep Who bad’st its angry tumult cease, 
Its own appointed limits keep ; And gavest light, and life, and peace ; 
O hear us when we cry to Thee O hear us when we ery to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea, For those in peril on the sea. 
2 O Saviour, whose almighty word 4 O Trinity of love and power, 
The winds and waves submissive heard, Our brethren shield in danger’s hour, 
Who walkedst on the foaming deep, From rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
And calm amid its rage didst sleep ; Protect them wheresoe’er they go ; 
O hear us when we cry to Thee And ever let there rise to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. Glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 
W. WHITING. 


151 Samson.—bL.M. 


HANDEL, 


1 Avmicuty Father, hear our cry, 


As o’er the trackless deep we roam ; 


Be Thou our haven always nigh, 


On homeless waters Thou our home. 


2 O Jesus, Saviour, at whose voice 
The tempest sank to perfect rest, 
Bid Thou the fearful heart rejoice, 


3 O Holy Ghost, beneath whose power 


The ocean woke to life and light, 
Command Thy blessing in this hour, 
Thy fostering warmth, Thy quickening 
might. 


4 Great God of our salvation, Thee 


We love, we worship, we adore, 


And cleanse and calm the troubled Our refuge on time’s changeful sea, 


breast. 
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Our joy on heaven’s eternal shore. 
BISHOP E. H. BICKERSTETH, 


Sberborne.—7.7. 7.7. 


MENDELSSOUN. 


1 ON the waters dark and drear, 
Jesus, Saviour, Thou art near, 
With our ship where’er it roam, 
As with loving friends at home. 


2 Thou hast walked the heaving wave, 
Thou art mighty still to save ; 
With one gentle word of peace 
Thou canst bid the tempest cease. 


3 Safely from the boisterous main 
Bring us back to port again ; 
In our haven we shall be, 
Jesus, if we have but Thee. 


4 Only by Thy power and love 
Fit us for the port above ; 
Still the deadly storm within, 
Gusts of passion, waves of sin. 


5 So, when breaks the glorious dawn 
Of the resurrection morn, 
When the night of toil is o’er, 
We shall see Thee on the shore. 


6 Holy Father, Holy Son, 
Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
Praise unending unto Thee, 
Now and evermore shall be. 
W. CHATTERTON DIX, 
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1. ‘‘Mas-ter, the tem- pest is ra - ging! The bil-lows are toss-ing high! 
2. Mas-ter, with an-guish of spi- rit I bow in my grief to - day! 
3. Mas-ter, the ter-ror is o - ver, The el - e-ments sweet - ly rest; 
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The sky is o’er-shadowed with black-ness, No shel- ter or help is nigh, 
The depthsof my sad heart are trou- bled; Oh, wa - ken,and save, I pray! 
Earth’s sun in the calmlake is mir-rored,And hea -yen’s with-in my breast; 
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Car-est Thou not that we per -ish?—Howcanst Thoulie a - sleep, 
Tor-rents of sin and of an- guish Sweep o’er my sink-ing soul; 
Lin-ger, O bless-ed Re-deem-er, Leave me a-lone no more; 
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When each momentso mad-ly is threat-’ning A gravein the an- gry deep?” 
And I per-ish! I per-ish! dear Mas - ter: Oh, has-ten, and take con - trol. 

And with joy I shall make the blest har -bour, And rest on the bliss- ful shore. 
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MISS M, A. BAKER. 
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St. Hanes.—o.M. 


Rey, J. B. Dyxes, Mus. Doce. 
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1 Sry has a thousand treacherous arts 


To practise on the mind: [hearts, 
With flattering looks she tempts our 
But leaves a sting behind. 


2 With names of virtue she deceives 


The aged aud the young ; 


And while the heedless wretch believes, 
She makes his fetters strong. 


3 She pleads for all the joys she brings, 


And gives a fair pretence ; 
But cheats the soul of heavenly things, 
And chains it down to sense. 
ISAAC WATTS. 


Silchester.—s.M. 


Rey. Dr. MALan. 


=o 


1 Ir Jesus Christ were sent 
To save us from our sin, 
And kindly teach us to repent, 
We should at once begin, 

2 ’Tis not enough to say, 
We're sorry and repent, 
Yet still go on from day to day, 
Just as we always went. 

3 Repentance is to leave 
The sins we loved before, 
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And show that we in earnest grieve, 
By doing so no more. 


4 Lord, make us thus sincere, 
To watch as well as pray ; 
However small, however dear, 
Take all our sins away. 


5 And since the Saviour came 
To make us turn from sin, 
With holy grief and humble shame 
May we at once begin. 
MRS. GILBERT. 


REPENTANCE. 


156 holy Trinity.—o.m. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. J. BARNEY: 


aes = 
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1 REMEMBER thy Creator now, 8 Remember thy Creator now, 
In these thy youthful days ; His willing servant be ; 
He will accept thine earliest vow, Then when thy head in death shall bow, 
He loves thine earliest praise. He will remember thee. 
2 Remember thy Creator now, 4 Almighty God, our hearts incline 
Seek Him while He is near ; Thy heavenly voice to hear ; 
For evil days will come, when thou Let all our future days be Thine, 
Shalt find no comfort here. Devoted to Thy fear. 


J. BURTON, JUNR. 


157 Angelus.—L.M. 


Dr. SCHEFFLER. 


1 BESET with snares on every hand, 3 Then, let the wildest storms arise, 

In life’s uncertain path I stand ; Let tempests mingle earth and skies ; 
Father Divine, diffuse Thy light, No fatal shipwreck shall I fear, 
To guide my youthful footsteps right, But all my treasure with me bear. 

2 O let this frail and wavering heart, 4 If Thou, my Father! still be nigh, 
Like Mary, choose the better part, Cheerful I'll live, and peaceful die ; 
And scorn the trifles of a day, Secure, when mortal comforts flee, 
For joys that never fade away. To find ten thousand worlds in Thee. 


P. DODDRIDGE. 
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158 Brynkinalt.—o.m. 


JOHN HayHourRst. 


1 CaN anyone begin too soon *Tis not too soon, when we’re alone, 
In early years to know To trust a Father’s care. 
That heavenly Friend whose steps attend 4 om. not too soon th e path to shun 


Mid earthly weal or woe! That leads the soul astray ; 
2 ’Tis not too soon, when life’s begun Tis not too soon the race to run 
To fade away and die ; Along the heavenly way. 
Tis not too soon, when wrong is done, 


Mo seek for help on ‘high. 5 ’Tis not too soon, in childhood’s hour, 


To put our trust in God ; 


3 ’Tis not too soon our guilt to own, *Tis not too soon to use our power 
In tender humble prayer ; To shun the downward road. 
ANON. 


159 St. Peter’s.—o.m. 


A. R. REINAGLE. 


an a EO 


uw Now that my journey’s just begun, 83 If all my earthly friends should die, 


My course so little trod, And leave me mourning here,— 
T’ll stay before I further run, Since God regards the orphan’s ery, 
And give myself to God. Oh, what have I to fear ? 
2 What sorrow may my steps attend, 4 And, Lord, whatever grief or ill 
I cannot now foretell ; For me may be in store, 
But, if the Lord will be my friend, Make me submissive to Thy will, 
I know that all is well. And I would ask no more. 


JANE TAYLOR. 
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REPENTANCE. 
Glenstal,—o.m. 


M. M. Barron, 


T i ire ci 
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1 A srmnvepr, Lord, behold, I stand, 3 To heaven can reach the softest word, 
In thought and word, and deed ! A child’s repentant prayer ; 
But Jesus sits at Thy right hand, For tears are seen, and sighs are heard, 
For such to intercede. And thoughts regarded there. 
2 Thou, Lord, canst change this evil heart, 4 Then let me all my sins confess, 
Canst give a holy mind, And pardoning grace implore, 
And Thine own heavenly grace impart, That I may love my follies less, 
Which those who seek shall find. And love my Saviour more. 


JANE TAYLOR, 


J. CLARKE, 1707. 


161 — St, MDagnus.—o.m. 


<= cr 
Spy 
—— 
1 THERE is a path that leads to God, For on the way is many a snare 
All others go astray ; For youthful travellers spread. 
Narrow, but pleasant, is the road, 4 Then, lest my feebl F 
i ae i y feeble steps should slide 
And Christians love the ae: Or wander from Thy way, _ 3 
2 It leads straight through this world of Lord, condescend to be my guide, 
And dangers must be passed; _[sin, And I shall never stray. 
eee who yee wa ren 5 Thus I may safely venture through, 
ill come to heaven at last. Beneath my Shepherd’s care, 
8 How shall an infant pilgrim dare And keep the gate of heaven in view 
This dangerous path to tread ? Till I shall enter there. 


JANE TAYLOR. 
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162 Daleburst.—c.m. 


ARTHUR COTTMAN. 


1 THOUGH we are young, our sins are great, 3 Oft to bad tempers we give way, 


In sin we daily live ; And ill designs conceive, 
O Lord, our souls anew create, And often we neglect to pray ; 
Our youthful sins forgive. These youthful sins forgive. 
2 We do not love Thee as we ought, 4 The Saviour died our guilt to bear, 
For favours we receive ; That we to Him might live ; 
We sin in word, and deed, and thought ; Hence we with hope present this prayer, 
Our sins, O Lord, forgive. Our youthful sins forgive. 


JOHN BURTON, JUNR. 


163 ‘borsley.—o.m. 


Wixt1aM Hors ey, Mus. Doe. 
' 


1 Lorp, who hast made me Thy dear child, 8 And yet I have not conquered sin, 


And loved me tenderly, Nor striven as I should ; 
Oh, hear me when I come to own T have not always looked to Thee 
My many faults to Thee! When trying to be good. 
2 How often I have thought that I 4 Yet turn not from me, dearest Lord, 
A better child would be, But all my faults forgive, 
More gentle, loving, kind, and true, And grant that I may love Thee more 
And pleasing unto Thee. Each day on earth I live. 


ANON, 
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FAITH. 
164 Pembroke.—s.s.6. 8.8.6. 


pate Foster. 


1 Farry is the thought on which Irest, 3 Faith shows a better world than this, 


The firm persuasion in my breast A land of endless life and peace, 
That what I read is true : A holy, happy place, 
How much to faith must children owe! | Where those whoserveand please the Lord 
Without it they can nothing know Shall surely have a large reward, 
Of things beyond their view. Through His abounding grace. 
2 Faith points me to a God above, 4 By faith directed and sustained, 
Of matchless power and boundless love, The saints of old their conquests gained, 
The great Eternal One: Fought and endured by faith ; 
Faith tells me that the worlds I see O Lord, this gift on me bestow, 
Were made by His supreme decree, That I may serve Thee here below, 
Who spake, and it was done. And triumph over death. 
ANON, 
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165 Rockingbam.—1..M. 


EDWARD MLLER, Mus. Doc., 1787. 
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1 Farra is a living power from heaven 3 Faith to the conscience whispers peace, 
Which grasps the promise God has given; And bids the mourners’ sighing cease : 
Securely fixed on Christ alone, By faith the children’s right we claim, 
A trust that cannot be o’erthrown. And call upon our Father’s name. 


2 Faith finds in Christ whate’er we need 4 Such faith in us, O God, implant, 
To save and strengthen, guide and feed; And to our prayers Thy favour grant 
Strong in His grace, it joys to share In Jesus Christ, Thy saving Son, 
His Cross, in hope His crown to wear, Who is our fount of health alone. 
BOHEMIAN BRETHREN. 


166 Wottingbam.—z.7. 7.7. 


Mozart. 


1 Harry Saviour, would I be, 3 Trust Thee living, dying, too, 
If I could but trust in Thee ! Trust Thee all my journey through, 
Trust Thy wisdom me to guide, Trust Thee, till my feet shall be 
Trust Thy goodness to provide ; Planted on the crystal sea ; 

2 Trust Thy saving love and power, 4 Trust thee, ever-bless¢d Lamb, 
Trust Thee every day and hour, Till I bear the victor’s palm, 
Trust Thy blood to cleanse my soul, Trust Thee, till my soul shall be 
Trust Thy grace to make me whole ; Wholly swallowed up in Thee. 

E. H, NEVIN, 
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FAITH. 


167 ‘Thanover.—s.5. 5.5. 6.5. 6.5. 


1 BEGONE, unbelief, 3 His love in time past 
My Saviour is near, Forbids me to think 
And for my relief He'll leave me at last 
Will surely appear ; In trouble to sink ; 
By prayer let me wrestle, Each sweet Ebenezer 
And He will perform ; I have in review 
With Christ in the vessel, Confirms His good pleasure 
I smile at the storm. To help me quite through. 
2 Though dark be my way, 4 Why should I complain 
Since He is my guide, Of want or distress, 
Tis mine to obey, Temptation or pain ?— 
’Tis His to provide ; He told me no less ; 
Though cisterns be broken, The heirs of salvation, 
And creatures all fail, I know from His word, 
The word He has spoken Through much tribulation 
Shall surely prevail. Must follow their Lord. 


5 Since all that I meet 
Shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, 
The medicine is food ; 
Though painful at present, 
Twill cease before long, 
And then, oh how pleasant 
The conqueror’s song ! 
JOHN NEWTON. 
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168 Wiiltsbire.—o.M. 


Sir GEORGE SMART, 1828. 


1 THROUGH all the changing scenes of life, 
In trovble and in joy, 
The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ. 


2 0 magnify the Lord with me, 
With me exalt His name ; 
When in distress to Him I called, 
He to my rescue came. 


8 The hosts of God encamp around 
The dwellings of the just ; 
Deliverance He affords to all 
Who on His succour trust. 


4 Oh, make but trial of His love,— 
Experience will decide 
How blest are they, and only they, 
Who in His truth confide. 


5 Fear Him, ye saints, and you will then 
Have nothing else to fear; 
Make you His service your delight, 
Your wants shall be His care. 


“TATE AND BRADY. 
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FAITH, 
169 3 hear Thy welcome voice.—s.M. with Chorus. 


L. HARTSOUGH. 
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1 I HEAR Thy welcome voice 3 ’Tis Jesus calls me on 
That calls me, Lord, to Thee, To perfect faith and love, 
For cleansing in Thy precious blood To perfect hope, and peace, and trust, 
That flowed on Calvary. For earth and heaven above. 
I am coming, Lord ! Coming now to Thee ! a ae dees who.conitys, 
Wash me, ou grts mae me blood By adding grace to welcomed grace, 
That flowed on Calvary. Where reigned the power of sin. 
2 Though coming weak and vile, 5 And He the witness gives 
Thou dost my strength assure ; To loyal hearts and free, 
Thou dost my vileness fully cleanse, That every promise is fulfilled, 
Till spotless all and pure. If faith but brings the plea. 


6 All hail, atoning blood ! 
All hail, redeeming grace! 
All hail, the gift of Christ our Lord, 
Our strength and righteousness ! 
L, HARTSOUGH, 
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170 tbholy Church.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


A. H. Brown. 


1 I Lay my sins on Jesus, 

The spotless Lamb of God ! 

He bears them all, and frees us 
From the accurséd load, 

I bring my guilt to Jesus, 
To wash my crimson stains 

White in His blood most precious, 
Till not a spot remains. 


2 I lay my wants on Jesus, 
All fulness dwells in Him ; 
He heals all my diseases, 
He doth my soul redeem, 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens and my cares ; 
He from them all releases, 
He all my sorrows shares. 


3 I rest my‘soul on Jesus, 
This weary soul of mine ; 
His right hand me embraces, 
I on his breast recline. 
I love the name of Jesus, 
Immanuel, Christ the Lord ; 
Like fragrance on the breezes, 
His name abroad is poured. 


4 lL long to be like Jesus, 

Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 
I long to be like Jesus, 

The Father’s holy child. 
I long to be with Jesus, 

Amid the heavenly throng, 
To sing with saints His praises, 
To learn the angels’ song. 

H. BONAR. 


FAITH. 


171 My Jesus, J love Thee.—11.11. 11.11. 
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1 My Jesus, I love Thee, I know Thou art mine, 
For Thee all the pleasures of sin I resign ; 
My gracious Redeemer, my Saviour art Thou, 
Tf ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 


2,1 love Thee, because Thou hast first loved me, 
And purchased my pardon on Calvary’s tree ; 
I love Thee for wearing the thorns on Thy brow, 
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, tis now. 


3 I will love Thee in life, I will love Thee in death, 
And praise Thee as long as Thou lendest me breath ; 
And say, when the death-dew lies cold on my brow, 
Tf ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 


4 In mansions of glory and endless delight, 
T’ll ever adore Thee in the heaven of light ; 
And sing with a glittering crown on my brow, 
Tf ever. I loved Thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. ANON, 
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172 the leadeth me.—L.M. With Chorus. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 


He lead-eth me! He lead-ethme! By Hisown hand He lead-eth me! 
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1 HE leadeth me ! O, blessed thought ! 2 Sometimes ’mid scenes of deepest gloom, 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught! Sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom, 
Whate’er I do, where’er I be, By waters calm, o’er troubled sea, 
Still tis God’s hand that leadeth me. Still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me. 


He leadeth me! He leadeth me! 8 Lord, I would clasp Thy hand in mine, 
By His own hand He leadeth ine; Nor ever murmur nor repine, 

His faithful follower I would be, Content, whatever lot I see, 

For by His hand He leadeth me. Since ’tis my God that leadeth me. 


4 And when my task on earth is done, 
When, by Thy grace, the victory’s won, 
F’en death’s cold wave I will not flee, 
Since Thou through Jordan leadest me. 


J, H. GILMORE, 
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173 thallelujab! ’tis done.—12.12. with Chorus. 


a 
saved by the blood of the Cru -ci - fied One. 


1 ’Tis the promise of God full salvation to give 
Unto Him who on Jesus, His Son, will believe, 


Hallelujah! ’tis done! I believe on the Son; 
I am saved by the blood of the Crucified One, 


2 Though the pathway be lonely and dangerous too, "i 
Surely Jesus is able to carry me through. 


8 Many loved ones have I in yon heavenly throng, 
They are safe now in glory, and this is their song. 


4 Little children I see standing close by their King, 
And He smiles, as their songs of salvation they sing. 


5 There are prophets and kings in that throng I behold, 
And they sing as they march through the streets of pure gold, 


6 There’s a part in that chorus for you and for me, 
And the theme of our praises for ever will be. 
41 P. P. BLISS. 
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174 Fazer.—o.mM. 


A. E. Tozer, Mus. Bac., F.C.O. 
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S SoS 


JEsus, the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills my breast; 

But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 


ry 


2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest name, 
O Saviour of mankind. 


3 O hope of every contrite heart ! 
O joy of all the meek! 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art! 
How good to those who seek ! 


4 But what to those who find? Ah, this: 
Nor tongue nor pen can show; 
The love of Jesus—what it is 
None but His loved ones know. 


5 Jesus, our only joy be Thou, 
As Thou our crown wilt be; 
Jesus, be Thou our glory now, 
And through eternity, 
BERNARD. Trans. by E. CASWALL. 
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FAITH, 


175 Hngel Woices.—s.5. 8.5.8.4. 3. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. 
ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 
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1 Lorp, Thy children lowly bending 3 Yes, Thou wilt; for Thou dost love us, 
Bow before Thy throne; Cam’st for us to die; 
Praise from youthful lips ascending Bending from Thy throne above us 
Wilt Thou deign to own? With a pitying eye, 
Wilt Thou hear us while we bless Thee, Well we know that Thou art near us, 
And confess Thee And wilt hear us 
God alone? When we cry. 
2 While the heavens declare Thy glory 4 Then our humble praises bringing, 
To the listening earth, We will seek Thy face, 
While the angels sing the story Hymns with grateful voices singing 
Of creation’s birth, In this hallowed place. 
Wilt Thou hear our child-notes swelling, We will dare to come before Thee, 
Gladly telling And adore Thee, 
' Jesu’s worth? Lord of grace! 


ANON, 
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176 Woodford.—7.6. 7.6. 7.6.7.8. With Chorus. 


For I will fol-low Je - sus, for [ 
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will fol - low 


1 THE world looks very beautiful, 
And full of joy to me; 
The sun shines out in glory 
On everything I see: 
_ I know I shall be happy, 
While in the world I stay, 
For I will follow Jesus, 
All the way. 


2 I’m but a little pilgrim, 
My journey’s just begun ; 
They say I shall meet sorrow 
Before my journey’s done ; 
The world is full of sorrow, 
And suffering they say, 
But I will follow Jesus, 
All the way. 


8 Then, like a little pilgrim, 
Whatever I may meet, 
Tl take it, joy or sorrow, 
To lay at Jesu’s feet ; 
He'll comfort me in trouble, 
He’ll wipe my tears away, 
With joy I'll follow Jesus, 
All the way. 


4 Then trials cannot vex me, 
And pain I need not fear ; 
For when I’m close by Jesus 
Grief cannot come too near, 
Not even death can harm me, 
When death I meet one day ; 
To heaven [ll follow Jesus, 
All the way. 
ANNA B. WARNER, 
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177 Wame of Fesus.—v.c.7.6. D. 


With Chorus. 
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1 I LOVE the name of Jesus, 

The name the angels sing, 

And with their loud hosannas 
The heavenly portals ring. 

To Him my all confiding, 
In Hin: my joy complete, 

I learn, with Christian meekness, 
My duty at His feet. 


I love the name of Jesus, 
The sweetest name, 
The name the angels sing. 


2 I love to think of Jesus 
When all is calm and still, 


178 


When pure and holy feelings 
My grateful bosom fill. 
I love to think of Jesus, 
Whose mercy crowns my days ; 
How just are all His counsels, 
And true are all His ways! 


3 I love to work for Jesus, 
And worship at His throne; 
O may His Spirit help me 
To live for Him alone! 
To labour for my Saviour 
My greatest joy shall be; 
I know that Jesus loves me, 
Because He died for me. 
MRS, EMILY H. MILLER. 


Winchester Hew.—L™. 


BARTHOLOMEW CRASSELIUS, 1704, 


1 Now in a song of grateful praise, 
To my dear Lord my voice I’ll raise ; 
With all His saints [’ll join to tell, 
My Jesus hath done all things well. 


2, His works His glorious power confess, 
His wisdom all His works express ; 
But O His love what tongue can tell? 
My Jesus hath done all things well. 


3 I spurned His grace, I broke His laws, 
And yet He undertook my cause, 
To save me, though I did rebel! 
My Jesus hath done all things well. 
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4 And since my soul hath known His love, 
What mercies hath He made me prove! 
Mercies which do all praise excel ; 

My Jesus hath done all things well. 

5 When I shall pass the vale of death, 

I in His arms shall lose my breath, 
And then my happy soul shall tell, 
My Jesus hath done all things well. 

6 And when to that bright world I rise, 
And join the anthems of the skies, 
Above the rest this note shall swell, 
My Jesus hath done all things well. 


8S, MEDLEY, 
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French Air. 
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1 Sine a hymn to Jesus, 
When the heart is faint ; 
Tell it all to Jesus, 
Comfort or complaint ; 
If the work is sorrow, 
If the way is long, 
If Thou dread’st the morrow, 
Tell it Him in song; 
Though thy heart be aching 
For the crown and palm, 
Keep thy spirit waking 
With a thankful psalm. 
2 Jesus, we are lowly, 
Thou art very high ; 
We are all unholy, 
Thou art purity. 
We are frail and fleeting, 
Thou art still the same ; 
All life’s joys are meeting’ 
In Thy blesséd name. 
Sing a hymn to Jesus, 
When the heart is faint ; 
Tell it all to Jesus, 
Comfort or complaint. 
148 


3 All His words are music, 

Though they make me weep, 

Infinitely tender, 
Infinitely deep. 

Time can never render 
All in Him I see, 

Infinitely tender, 
Human Deity. 

Sing a hymn to Jesus, 
When the heart is faint; 

Tell it all to Jesus, 
Comfort or complaint. 


4 Jesus, let me love Thee, 
Infinitely sweet ; 
What are the poor odours 
I bring to Thy feet ? 
Yet I love Thee, love Thee ; 
Come into my heart, 
And ere long remove me 
To be where Thou art. 
Thus I sing to Jesus, 
When my heart is "faint ; 
So I tell to Jesus, 
Comfort or complaint. 
E, PAXTON HOOD, 


FAITH, 


180 Precious Mame.—s.7.8.7. With Chorus. 
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Peaciots heey ! how sweet, how sweetl 


1 Taxes the name of Jesus with you, 3 Oh, the precious name of Jesus! 
Child of sorrow and of woe; How it thrills our souls with joy, 
It will joy and comfort give you— When His loving arms receive us, 
Take it, then, where’er you go. And His songs our tongues employ! 


Precious name! .. oh, how sweet!.. 


; ! 
Stope.of carth,.and joy. ofheaven! 4 At the name of Jesus bowing, 


2 Take the name of Jesus ever, Falling prostrate at His feet, 
As a shield from every snare ; King of kings in heaven we'll crown Him, 
If temptations round you gather, When our journey is complete. 
Breathe that holy name in prayer. MRS. LYDIA BAXTER. 


149 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
ASSURANCE AND JOY. 
181 St, Bees.—7.7.7.7. 
W. SMALLWOOD. 
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1 CaILDREN of the heavenly King, There your seat is now prepared, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing; There your kingdom and reward. 


Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise, 
Glorious in His works and ways! 4 Cine patie oes 


2 We are travelling home to God, Jesus Christ, your Father's Son, 
In the way the fathers trod ; Bids you undismayed go on. 


They are happy now, and we 5 Onward, then, 
2 ‘ fs , we gladly press 
Soon their happiness shall see. Through ais ‘earthly wilderness: 


8 Shout, ye ransomed flock, and blest! Only, Lord, our Leader be, 
You on Jesu’s throne shall rest ; And we still will follow Thee. 
J. CENNICE. 


182 Grace.—S.M. With Chorus. 


Ira D. SANKEY. 


This is all my plea: 
2.22 o& J. 


ASSURANCE 


1 GRAcE! ’tis a charming sound, 
Harmonious to the ear; 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 
And all the earth shall hear. 
Saved by grace alone, 
This is all my plea— 
Jesus died for all mankind, 
And Jesus died for me. 


2 ’Twas grace that wrote my name, 
In life’s eternal book; 

’Twas grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my sorrows took. 


183 Dongsight. 


—— Salle 


AND JOY. 


3 Grace taught my wandering feet 
To tread the heavenly road ; 

And new supplies each hour T meet 
While pressing on to God. 


4 Grace taught my soul to pray, 
And made my eyes o’erflow; 

’Tis griice has kept me to this day, 
And will not let me go. 


5 O let that grace inspire 
My soul with strength Divine! 
May all my powers to Thee aspire, 
And all my days be Thine. 
P. DODDRIDGE. 


8.7. With Chorus. 


CHORUS. 
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1 I HAvE found a precious Saviour, 
He has washed my sins away ; 
Now rejoicing in His favour, 
Iam happy all the day. 
I love Jesus, Hallelujah! 
I love Jesus, yes, I do, 
I love Jesus, He’s my Saviour, 
Jesus smiles and loves me too. 


2 Sweetest joy my heart is swelling, 
Joy the world could never give ; 
While in sweetest strains I’m telling 
How He made my spirit live. 


3 Lost in sin, I wandered weary, 
Far from Jesus, far from home ; 
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Till He came in love to cheer me, 
Sweetly calling, “ Wanderer, come.” 


4 Pardon full and free He offered, 
Showed His bleeding hands and side, 
Told me how for me He suffered, 
For my sins was crucified. 


5 Then my heart with thanks o’erflowing, 
Yielded to His gracious call, 
At His feet in sorrow bowing, 
Gave to Him my life, my all. 


6 Now I'm His, yes His, for ever! 
Safe within His happy fold; 
Jesu’s lambs can perish never, 
Love like His can ne’er grow cold. 
MISS CAMPBELL. 
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Snnocents,—7.7. 7.7. 


Old Litany. 


1 ’Tis religion that can give, 
Sweetest pleasures while we live: 
*Tis religion must supply 
Solid comfort when we die. 


2 After death its joys will be 
Lasting as eternity: 
Be the living God my friend, 
Then my bliss shall never end. MRS. MASTERS. 


185 ‘bappy Day.—L.M. With Chorus. 


ASSURANCE AND JOY. 


CHORUS. 


Hap-py day! 


_s:. 


I’m glad I ever saw the day 
When first I learned to sing and pray, 
’Tis glory’s foretaste makes me sing 

- And praise my Saviour and my King. 


He taught me how to watch and pray, 
And live rejoicing every day ; 

Happy day! happy day! 
When Jesus washed my sins away. 


2. 
I hope to love Him till I die, 
Then shout His praise above the sky; 
T’ll sing through all the courts above 
The triumphs of redeeming love, 


3. 
A few more rising suns at most, 
And we shall join the ransomed host; 
Upon Mount Zion we shall meet, 
And cast our crowns at Jesu’s feet. 


4, 
Come, sinners, come, along with us, 
And taste the joys of holiness; 
Repent, and run the heavenly race, 
And God will freely give you grace. ANON, 
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186 Flustvia,—t10.10. 11.11. 


L. v. BEETHOVEN. 


1 THovucH troubles assail, and dangers affright, 
Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite; 
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 

The Scripture assures us, The Lord will provide. 


2 The birds, without barn or storehouse, are fed, 
From them let us learn to trust for our bread: 
His saints what is fitting shall ne’er be denied, 
So long as ’tis written, The Lord will provide. 


8 When Satan appears to stop up our path, 
And fills us with fears, we triumph by faith: 
He cannot take from us, though oft he has tried, 
This heart-cheering promise, The Lord will provide. 


4 No strength of our own, or goodness, we claim; 
Yet since we have known the Saviour’s great name, 
In this our strong tower for safety we hide, 

The Lord is our power, the Lord will provide. 


5 When life sinks apace and death is in view, 
This word of His grace shall comfort us through; 
No fearing or doubting with Christ on our side, 
We hope to die shouting—The Lord will provide. 


JOHN NEWTON. 
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187 Bells of theaven.—11.9.11.9. with Chorus. 
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Tis theransom’d ar-my, like a mighty sea, Pealing forth the anthem of the free. 


i 2, 
Rua the bells of heaven! there is joy to-day, Ring the bells of heaven! there is joy to-day, 
For a soul returning from the wild! For the wanderer now is reconciled ; 


See! the Father meets him out uponthe way, Yes, a soul is rescued from its sinful way, 
Welcoming His weary wandering child. And is born anew a ransomed child. 


3. 


Glory! glory! how the angels sing! _ Ring the bells of heaven! spread the feast 
Glory! glory! how the loud harps ring! to-day, ; 
"Tis the ransomed army, like a mighty Angels, swell the glad triumphant strain ! 
sea, Tell the joyful tidings; bear it far away ! 
Pealing forth the anthem of the free. For a precious soul is born again. 


W. 0. CUSHING, 
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188 Sain08.—7.7. 7.3. 
; W. 4H. HAVERGAL. 
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1 Com, ye children, sweetly sing 
Praises to your Saviour King; 


Hearts and voices gladly bring; 
Praise His name. 


2 Jesus is the children’s Friend, 
Loving, faithful to the end ; 
Richest gifts from Him descend, 

Joy and peace. 


8 Once from heaven to earth He came, 
Suffered death, contempt, and blame, 
Died upon a Cross of shame 

Crowned with thorns. 


4 T'was our sinful souls to save 
Thus His precious blood He gaye; 
Ransomed now from sin’s dark grave, 
We may sing. 


5 O, what boundless grace and love, 
All our highest thoughts above! 
Fear and unbelief remove 

At the Cross. 


6 Blesséd Jesus, loving, kind, 
We would early seek and find, 
And our souls in covenant bind, 
Thine to be. 


7 For our sins we deeply grieve, 
But Thy promise we believe, 
**Him that cometh I receive:” 
Lord, we come. 
MISS CAMPBELL, 
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189 Sabbath.—7.6.7.6.D. With Refrain. 


W. H. Doane. 
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i Sare in the arms of Jesus, Safe from the world’s temptations, 
Safe on His gentle breast, Sin cannot harm me there ; 
There by His love o’ershaded, Free from the blight of sorrow, 
Sweetly my soul shall rest. Free from my doubts and fears, 
Hark! ’tis the voice of angels Only a few more trials, 
Borne in a song to me, Only a few more tears, 
Over the fields of glory, 
Over the jasper sea. 3 Jesus, my heart’s dear refuge, 
afo i ete Jesus has died for me; 
Safe in the arms of Jesus, Firm euthe Rosch et & 


Safe on His gentle breast, 
Sweetly my soul shall rest. Wait till the night is o’er; , 
Wait till I see the morning 
Break on the golden shore. 
FANNY J. CROSBY. 


2 Safe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe from corroding care, 


157 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE, 


190 Sunny Dayps.—s6.5.6.5. 6.6.5. 


Arranged by C. DaRNTON. 
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1 Sunny days of childhood ! 3 Precious days of childhood ! 
Beautiful ye seem, Days of promise fair, 
Fair as springtide flowers, If bedewed with wisdom, 
Bright as summer’s beam. Rich the fruits ye bear. 
Days with joy o’erflowing, Jesu’s footsteps keeping, 
Care nor sadness knowing, Blest shall be our reaping 
Must ye pass away ? In life’s harvest day. 
2 Happy days of childhood ! 4 Sunny days of childhood! 
Swiftly moving on, . We no tear will shed, 
Into manhood changing When, like springtide flowers, 
Ye will soon be gone, Youth and health are fled. 
Like a streamlet flowing, Earthly scenes forsaking, 
Pause nor stillness knowing, We shall hail the breaking 
Thus ye pass away ! Of an endless day, 


W. H. GROSER. 
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191 Pratse.—7.7. 7.7.7.7. 


E. J. Hopkins, Mus. Doe. 


1 For the beauty of the earth, 3 For the joy of human love, 
For the beauty of the skies, Brother, sister, parent, child, wi 
For the love which from our birth Friends on earth, and friends above, Si % 
Over and around us lies: For all gentle thoughts and mild : 
Christ, our God, to Thee we raise Christ, our God, to Thee we raise 
This, our sacrifice of praise. This, our sacrifice of praise. 
2 For the beauty of each hour 4 For each perfect gift of Thine 
Of the day and of the night, To our race so freely given, 
Hill and vale and tree and flower, Graces, human and Divine, 
Sun and moon, and stars of light : Flowers of earth, and buds of heaven: 
Christ, our God, to Thee we raise Christ, our God, to Thee we raise 
This, our sacrifice of praise. This, our sacrifice of praise. 


5 For Thy Church that evermore 
Lifteth holy hands above, 
Offering up on every shore 
Its pure sacrifice of love : 
Christ, our God, to Thee we raise 
This, our sacrifice of praise. 
F. 8, PIERPOINT. 
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192 Jnnocents.—7.7. 7.7. 


Old Litany. 


1 BLEssED Jesus, life is fair, 
I have known no secret care ; 
Sunbeams all around me rest, 
voy is still my bosom’s guest. 


2 Safe within a home of love, 
Mercies round me daily prove 
That I am a happy child, 
Sheltered from the tempest wild. 


3 Blesséd Jesus, life is fair, 
Therefore listen to my prayer ; 
Let me come within Thy fold, 
Ere my heart grows hard and cold, 


4 Though I am so happy now, 
Health upon my youthful brow, 
Yet I know that life will bring 
Winter, too, as well as spring. 


5 Therefore take me to Thy breast, 
2 Let me on Thy bosom rest ; 
Fill my heart with love Divine, 
Let Thine image in me shine, 


6 Teach me how to pray aright, 
How to keep my God in sight ; 
Let me walk each day with Thee, 
And do Thou my Father he. 


7 Then my life will all be bright, 
Thou wilt be my joy and light, 
And I shall not fear to die, 
Heaven will be my home on high. 


MRS. ELIZABETH AYTON GODWIN. 
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193 Ob, bow the loves,—s.4.8.4.8.8.8. 4. 


Husert P, MAIN. 


1 ONE there is above all others ; 8 All thy sins shall be forgiven ; 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 
His is love beyond a brother’s ; Backward all thy foes be driven ; 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 
Earthly friends may fail and leave us, Best of blessings He’ll provide thee, 
This day kind, the next day grieve us, Nought but good shall e’er betide thee, 
But this Friend will ne’er deceive us ; Safe to glory He will guide thee ; 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 
2 Blessed Jesus! wouldst thou know Him? 4 Let us still this love be viewing ; 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 
Give thyself this day unto Him ; And, though faint, keep on pursuing ; 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 
Ts it sin that pains and grieves thee, He will strengthen each endeavour, 
Unbelief and trials seize thee? And, when passed o’er Jordan’s river, 
Jesus can from all release thee ; This shall be our song for ever : 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 


MARIANNE NUNN, 
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194 ‘higher Rock.—s.7.8.7. With Chorus. 


L. HartTsouGH. 
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In the High - er Rock I’m trust - ing, Rest - ful, peace-ful, saved and free, 
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1 Leap me to the Rock that’s higher Oh! to measure all its gladness, 
Than the rock poor self can show; All its preciousness of power! 


Lead me to its perfect “Shelter,” am : pap 
The “Strong Tower” from every foe. . on Bade oe be paoee me 
2 


In the Higher Rock I’m trusting, Lifting heart and soul and spirit, 
Restful, peaceful, saved and free, To the purer, holier way. 
*Tis the tested Rock of Ages, ae Fichds Rosleehkhis 
Its dear shadow shelters me. 5 ’Tis the Higher Rock that saves me, 
: ; ; Tis the Higher Rock I’ve found, 
2 Yes, the Higher Rock so towering, Where abide the crowning graces, 
P. gree, ee life’s deg Faith and hope and love abound. 
erfect refuge—surest safe ; F : 
Seeatest pa aracriel Aiea 2 6 So will I sing praises to Thee, 
mn ‘ i For Thy wondrous power to save, 
3 Tis the Higher Rock that gives,me Daily ‘neath Thy shadow resting, 
Faith’s glad strength for every hour; Till the victor’s palm 1 wave. 


L, HARTSOUGH. 
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195 Constance.—s.7. 8.7. D. Lambie. 


ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 
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1 I’vE found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 3 I’ve found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 


He loved me ere I knew Him! All power to Him is given, 
He drew me with the cords of love, To guard me on my onward course, 
And thus He bound me to Him; And bring me safe to heaven. 
And round my heart still closely twine The eternal glories gleam afar, 
Those ties which nought can sever, To nerve my faint endeavour: 
For I am His, and He is mine, So now—to watch !—to work !—to war! 
For ever and for ever. And then—to rest for ever! 
2 I’ve found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 4 I’ve found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 
He bled, He died to save me ; So kind, and true, and tender, 
And not alone the gift of life, So wise a Counsellor and Guide, 
But His own self He gave me. So mighty a Defender. 
Nought that I have my own I call, From Him, who loves me now so well, 
I hold it for the Giver ; What power my soul can sever? 
My heart, my strength, my life, my all, | Shall life?—or death ?—or earth ?—or hell? 
Are His, and His for ever. ; No! I am His for ever! 
AMERICAN, 
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196 Great Pbysictan.—s.7.8.7. With Chorus. 


J. H. StockTon. 
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1 THE Great Physician now is near, 2 Your many sins are all forgiven ; 
The sympathising Jesus ! Oh, hear the voice of Jesus, 

He speaks the drooping heart to cheer! | Go on your way in peace to heaven, 
Oh, hear the voice of Jesus, And wear a crown with Jesus. 
Sweetest note in seraph song, 3 All glory to the risen Lamb ! 

Sweetest name on mortal tongue, I now believe in Jesus, 
Sweetest carol ever sung, I love the blesséd Saviour’s name 
Jesus, blesséd Jesus. I love the name of Jesus, 
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4 His name dispels my guilt and fear, 6 The children too, both great and small, 
No other name but Jesus ; Who love the name of Jesus, 
Oh, how my soul delights to hear May now accept the gracious call 
The precious name of Jesus. To work and live for Jesus. 


5 Come, brethren, help me sing His praise, 7 And when to that bright world above 


Oh, praise the name of Jesus, We rise to see our Jesus, 
Come, sisters, all your voices raise, We'll sing around the throne of love 
Oh, bless the name of Jesus. His name, the name of Jesus. 
W. HUNTER. 
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1 Tue Lord’s my Shepherd, I'll not want: 3 Yea, though I walk through death’s dark 


He makes me down to lie Yet will I fear no ill ; [vale, 
Tn pastures green ; He leadeth me For Thou art with me, and Thy rod 
The quiet waters by. And staff me comfort still. 
2 My soul He doth restore again ; 4 My table Thou hast furnishéd 
And me to walk doth make In presence of my foes ; 
Within the paths of righteousness, My head Thou dost with oil anoint, 
E’en for His own name’s sake. And my cup overflows, 


5 Goodness and mercy all my life 
Shall surely follow me ; 
And in God’s house for evermore 
My dwelling-place shall be. 
SCOTCH VERSION, 
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Hsbville,—11.11. 11.11. 


Dr. LOWELL MASON. 


1 Tue Lord is our Shepherd, our Guardian, and Guide, 
Whatever we want He will kindly provide; 
To sheep of His pasture His mercies abound, 
His care and protection His flock will surround. 


2 The Lord is our Shepherd, what then shall we-fear? 
What dangers shall move us, while Jesus is near? 
Nor when the time calls us to walk through the vale 
Of the shadow of death, shall our hearts ever fail! 


3 Though afraid of ourselves to pursue the dark way, 
Thy rod and Thy staff be our comfort and stay; 
For we know by Thy guidance, when once it is past, 
To a fountain of life it will bring us at last. 


4 The Lord has become our salvation and song, 
His blessings have followed us all our life long, 
His name we will praise while He lends us our breath, 
Be cheerful in life, and be happy in death. 
ANON, 
166 


ASSURANCE AND JOY. 


199 Goshen.—6.5. 6.5. D. 
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1 Jxsus is our Shepherd, 3 Jesus is our Shepherd ; 
Wiping every tear ; For the sheep He bled, 
Folded in His bosom, Every lamb is sprinkled 
What have we to fear? With the blood He shed: 
‘Only let us follow Then on each He setteth 
Whither He doth lead, His own secret sign ; 
To the thirsty desert, “They that have My spirit, 
Or the dewy mead. These,” saith He, ‘‘are Mine,” 
2 Jesus is our Shepherd, 4 Jesus is our Shepherd ; 
Well we know His voice, Guarded by His arm, 
How its gentlest whisper Though the wolves may raven, 
Makes our hearts rejoice ; None can do us harm ; 
Even when He chideth, When we tread death’s valley, 
Tender is its tone; Dark with brooding gloom, 
None but He shall guide us, We will fear no evil, 
We are His alone. Victors o’er the tomb. 


HUGH STOWELL, 
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200 Jesus loves even Me.—10.10. 10.10. With Chorus. 


P,P Biss 


4 


es 
I am so glad that Je-sus lovesme, Je-sus loves me, Je~-sus loves me, 
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1 I am so glad that our Father in heaven 
Tells of His love in the book He has given: 
Wonderful things in the Bible I see; 
This is the dearest, that Jesus loves me. 
I am so glad that Jesus loves me, 
Even me. 


2 Though I forget Him, and wander away, 
Still He doth love me wherever I stray ; 
Back to His dear loving arms do I flee, 
When I remember that Jesus loves me. 


3 Oh, if there’s only one song I can sing, 
When in His beauty I see the great King, 
This shall my song in eternity be, 

“Oh, what a wonder that Jesus loves me!” 


4 Jesus loves me, and I know I love Him, 
Love brought Him down my poor soul to redeem; 
e. Yes, it was love made Him die on the tree; 
¥ Oh, I am certain that Jesus loves me! 


5 If one should ask of me, how can I tell? 
Glory to Jesus, I know very well! 
God’s Holy Spirit with mine doth agree, 
Constantly witnessing, Jesus loves me. 

6 In this assurance I find sweetest rest, 
Trusting in Jesus, I know I am blest; 
Satan dismayed from my soul now doth flee, 
When I just tell him that Jesus loves me. 

P. P. BLISS. 
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201 Tenderlp the leads us.—6.5.6.5. With Chorus. 


W. H. Doane. 
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1 TenDERLY He leads us, 2 Through the Holy Spirit, 
. All our days below ; We are taught the way 
Carefully He shows us Upward to His kingdom, 
Hyery step we go. Brighter far than day. 
Tenderly He leads us, 3 They who early seek Him 
Every step we go; With a humble mind, 
Oh, how sweet to trust Him Pardon, life, and comfort 
All the way below. Eyermore shall find. 


FANNY J, OROSBY, 
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202 St. Matthew.—D.c.M. 
Dr. CROFT. 
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3 Dear Father, help me with the love 


1 A LITTLE kingdom I possess, = 
Where thoughts and feelings dwell ; That casteth out all fear ! 
And very hard I find the task Teach me to lean on Thee and feel 
Of governing it well ; That Thou art very near, 
For passion tempts and troubles me, That no temptation is unseen, 
A wayward will misleads, No childish grief too small, 
And selfishness its shadow casts Since Thou, with patience infinite 
On all my words and deeds, Dost soothe and comfort all, 
2 How can I learn to rule myself, 4 I do not ask for any crown 
To be the child I should— But that which all may win, 
Honest and brave, nor ever tire Nor try to conquer any world 
Of trying to be good ? Except the one within ! 
How can I keep a sunny soul Be Thou my guide until I find, 
To shine along life’s way ? Led by a tender hand, 
How can I tune my little heart Thy happy kingdom in myself, 
And dare to take command. 


To sweetly sing all day ? 
170 


LOUISA M. ALOOTT, 


CONDUCT, 


203 Waltbham.—..m. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. 


J. BAPTISTE CALKIN. 


1 He liveth long who liveth well, 3 Waste not thy being ; back to Him 
All other life is short and vain ; Who freely gave it, freely give ; 
He liveth longest who can tell Else is that being but a dream, 
Of living most for heavenly gain. *Tis but to be, but not to live. 
2 He liveth long who liveth well, 4 Fill up each hour with what will last, 
All else is being flung away ; Buy up the moments as they go: 
He liveth longest who can tell The life above, when this is past, 
Of right things rightly done each day. Is the ripe fruit of life below. 
H. BONAR. 


204  - Bolton.—c.m. 


1 WHaTEVER brawls disturb the street, 8 Hard names at first, and threatening 


There should be peace at home: That are but noisy breath, [words, 
Where sisters dwell, and brothers meet, May grow to clubs and naked swords 
Quarrels should never come. To murder and to death, 
2 Birds in their little nests agree, 4 The wise will let their anger cool, 
And ’tis a shameful sight, At least before ’tis night ; 
When children of one family - But in the bosom of a fool, 
Fall out, and chide, and fight. It burns till morning light. 


ISAAC WATTS, 
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205 Wleber.—7.7. 7.7. 


1 Many voices seem to say, 4 We were made to love and fear 
‘Hither, children—here’s the way, That great God who placed us here ; 
Haste along and nothing fear, Made to study and fulfil 
Every pleasant thing is here!” All His good and holy will. 

2 Yes—but whither would ye lead? 5 We were made to work awhile, 
Is it happiness indeed? Cheerful at our work to smile, 
Or a little shining show, Thinking, as we labour thus, 
Leading down to death and woe ? Of the heaven prepared for us. 

8 We were made for better things, 6 So a pleasant path we’ll tread, 
High as heaven our nature springs; By the hand of Jesus led, 

Like the lark that upward flies, Till, from sin and sorrow freed, 
We were made to seek the skies. Ours is happiness indeed ! 
ANON. 


206 Daleburst.—c.m. 


ARTHUR COTTMAN. 


CONDUCT. 


1 THERE is a mother’s voice of love 4 The voice will blame us when we’re wrong 
To hush her little child ; And praise us when we’re right ; ‘ 
There is a father’s voice of praise We hear it in the light of day, 
So earnest and so mild. And in the quiet night. 
2 But there is yet another voice, 5 And even they whose ears are deaf 
That speaks in gentlest tone— To every other sound— 
I think that we can hear it best When they have listened, in their hearts 
When we are quite alone. The still small voice have found. 
3 It is a still, small, holy voice, 6 And they have felt that God is good, 
The voice of God most high, And thanked Him for the voice 
That whispers always in our heart That told them what was right and true, 
And says that He is by. And made their hearts rejoice. 
ANON. 


207 St. thelen.—s.7. 8.7. 


1 To thy father and thy mother 
Honour, love, and reverence pay; 

This command, before all other, 

Must a Christian child obey. 


2 Help me, Lord, in this sweet duty, 
Guide me in Thy steps Divine; 
Show me all the joy and beauty 
Of obedience such as Thine, 


3 Teach me how to please and gladden 
Those who toil and care for me; 
Many a grief their heart must sadden, 
Let me still their comfort be! 


4 Then when years are gathering o’er them, 
When they’re sleeping in the grave, 
Sweet will seem the love I bore them, 
Right the reverence I gave. 
MRS. A. R. COUSIN. 
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208 Bekesbourne.—7.7. 7.7. 7.7. 


R. JACKSON, 


1 Worbs are things of little cost, 2 Oh, how often ours have been 
Quickly spoken, quickly lost; Idle words, and words of sin, 
We forget them, but they stand Words of anger, scorn, or pride, 
Witnesses at God’s right hand, Or deceit our faults to hide, 
And their testimony bear Envious tales, or strife unkind, 
For us, or against us, there, Leaving bitter thoughts behind! 


3 Grant us, Lord, from day to day, 
Strength to watch, and grace to pray; 
May our lips, from sin set free, 

Love to speak and sing of Thee; 
Till in heaven we learn to raise 
Hymns of everlasting praise. 
J. G. FLEET. 


College house.—7.5. 7.5. 
EK. A, CURTEIS. 
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1 Speak the truth, for that is right, 4 O, be honest in your youth; 
Whatsoe’er befall ; Those who have deceived, 
Let your hearts be clear as light, Even when they speak the truth, 
Open unto all. Will not be believed. 
2 Well you know deceit is sin, 5 Pray to Jesus for His might, 
Satan loves a lie; For by that alone, 
If a falsehood you begin, Every sin with which you fight 
He is waiting by. Can be overthrown. 
3 Speak the truth, for God is true, 6 By that path may you be led 
And your voice is heard ; Which your Saviour trod ; 
He is watching over you, Of the pure in heart He said, 
Marking every word. They shall see their God. 


COUNTESS OF JERSEY. 
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1 Speak gently ! it is better far 83 Speak gently to the young, for they 
To rule by love than fear ; Will have enough to bear ; 
Speak gently! let not harsh words mar _ Pass through this life as best they may, 
The good we might do here. - *Tis full of anxious care. 
2 Speak gently to the little child, 4 Speak gently to the aged one, 
Its love be sure to gain ; Grieve not the careworn heart ; 
Teach it in accents soft and mild ; The sands of life are nearly run, 
It may not long remain. Let such in peace depart. 


G. W, HANGFORD, 
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B. MILGROVE. 


1 Lorp! if e’er I dare to speak Should I seek by an untruth 
Words of falsehood, check my tongue ! To conceal it from the light ? 
Lest I sin against Thy laws, 4 Idle words and foolish jests 
By committing what is wrong. Are offensive, Lord, to Thee ; 
2 Plainly doth Thy word declare Thou requirest in the heart 
Thou the wicked dost despise, Perfect truth and purity. 
Who with base and impious lips 5 Teach me then, O Lord, to shun 
Utter fearful oaths and lies, © Evil speaking in my youth ; 
38 Why, if I have dared commit So shall I, in after days, 
What is evil in Thy sight, Hope to walk with Thee in truth. 


212 St, Peter’s.—o.m. ee 


A. R. REINAGLE. 


1 A LITTLE word may bliss impart ; Which, had a smile but owned its birth, 
A motion, or a tear, Had blessed life’s darkest hour. 


Has often healed a broken heart, 


Aid made akeleta sincere: 3 Then deem it not an idle thing, 


_ A pleasant word to speak ; [bring, 

2 A word—a look—has crushed to earth The face you wear, the thoughts you 
Many a budding flower, A heart may heal or break. 

176 ABBY HUTCHINSON, 


CONDUCT, 
213 Christine.—6.4. 6.4.6.6.6.4. With Refrain. 


A. HUTCHINSON, 
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Kind wordscan ney-er die, No, ney-er die. 


1 Kinp words can never die, 
Cherished and blest, 
God knows how deep they lie, 
Stored in the breast ; 
Like childhood’s simple rhymes, 
Said o’er a thousand times, 
Dear in all years and climes, 
Distant and near. 
Kind words can never die, 
No, never die. 


2 Sweet thoughts can never die, 
Though, like the flowers, 
Their brightest hues may fly 
In wintry hours ; 
But when the gentle dew 
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Gives them their charms anew, 
With many an added hue, 
They bloom again. 
Sweet thoughts can never die, 
No, never die. 


3 Our souls can never die, 
Though in the tomb 
We may all have to lie, 
Wrapped in its gloom ; 
What though the flesh decay, 
Souls pass in peace away, 
Live through eternal day 
With Christ above. 
Our souls can never die, 
No, never die, 
ABBY HUTCHINSON. 
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214 Castham.—7.6. 8.6. D. 


Rev. Sir F. A. G. OUSELEY, Bart. 


1 Be kind to one another: 2 Be kind to one another: 
This is a world of care, Scatter the seeds of love 
And there’s enough of needful woe Wide o’er the field of hearts, and rich 
For every one to bear ; The harvest wealth will prove, 
But if you ease the burden A wealth more truly precious 
That weighs another down, Than aught beneath the sun, 
That work of Christian charity Which India’s diamonds could not buy, 
Will lighten half your own. And yet how lightly won ! 


3 Be kind to one another: 
Not to the good alone, 
F’en to the cold and selfish heart 
Let deeds of love be shown; 
So shall ye be His children, 
. Who rains His gifts on all, 
And even on the thankless ones 
Bids His bright sunbeams fall. 
A. L. WESTCOMBE, 
178 
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Det it pass.—z.s. 7.8. 7.7.7.8. 


rae eee = _ 
@ 
— -—e——_@ 
= —-—| 
= @ 
1 Bz not swift to take offence, 2 Echo not an angry word, 
Let it pass ! Let it pass ! 
Anger is a foe to sense, Think how often you have erred, 
Let it pass ! Let it pass ! 
Brood not darkly o’er a wrong, Since our joys must pass away 
Which will disappear ere long ; Like the dewdrops on the spray, 
Rather sing this cheery song, Wherefore should our sorrows stay # 
Let it pass ! Let it pass ! 
3 If for good you suffer ill, 
Let it pass ! 
O be kind and gentle still, 


Let it pass ! 
Time at last makes all things straight ; 
Let not us resent, but wait, 
And our triumph shall be great: 


Let it pass ! 
AMERIOAN, 
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216 Golden Rule.—z.5. 7.5. 4.7.4.5. With Refrain. 


JOHN ADCOCK. 
& 


1 Never lose the golden rule, To the sorrow-laden heart 
Keep it still in view: Words of comfort speak. 
Do to others as you would Freely, freely, 
They should do to you. From the bounty of your store, 
Kindly, gently, Cheerful givers, 
In their burden bear a part, Help the humble poor. 


Meekly chiding 
With a loving heart. 
Never lose the golden rule, 
Keep it still in view ; 
Do to others as you would 


3 Love the Lord, the first command 
With thy soul and mind ; 
Love thy neighbour as thyself, 
Both in one combined. 
Justly, justly, 


They should do to you. With each other strive to live, 
2 Help the feeble ones along, Ever ready, 
Cheer the faint and weak ; Willing to forgive. 
AMERICAN. 
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217 ‘bart’ $.—7.7. 7.7. 


1 Jesus, Lord, we look to Thee, 3 Teach us for our friends to pray, 
Meek and humble may we be, And our parents to obey ; 

Pride and anger put away, Richest blessings from above 
Love Thee better day by day, Give them for their tender love. 

2 May we hate a lying tongue; 4 May we find the sweets of prayer 
Never seek another’s wrong ; Sweeter than our pastimes are, 
From all paths of sin abstain, Love the Sabbath, and the place 
Paths that lead to endless pain. Where we learn to seek Thy face. 

C. WESLEY, 


6t, Hnn.—o.m. 


Ascribed to Dr. Wm. Crort, 1708. 


1 Love God with all your soul and strength, 2 Deal with another as you’d have 


With all your heart and mind; Another deal with you; 
And love your neighbour as yourself; What you're unwilling to receive, 
Be faithful, just, and kind. Be sure you never do. 


ISAAC WATTS, 
181 
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219 Spain.—z.7. 7.7. 7.7. 
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1 Jesus, when a little child, 2 As in age and strength He grew, 
Taught us what we ought to be; Heavenly wisdom filled His breast ; 
Holy, harmless, undefiled, Crowds attentive round Him drew, 
Was the Saviour’s infancy ; Wondering at their gentle Guest, 
All the Father’s glory shone Gazed upon His lovely face, 
In the person of His Son. Saw Him full of truth and grace. 


3 Father, guide our steps aright, 
In the way that Jesus trod; 
May it be our great delight 
To obey Thy will, O God; 
Then to us shall soon be given 
Endless bliss with Christ in heaven, 


ANON, 
220 ernan.—.L.M. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. 
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1 My dear Redeemer and my Lord, 3 Cold mountains and the midnight air 
I read my duty in Thy word; Witnessed the fervour of Thy prayer; 
But in Thy life the law appears The desert Thy temptations knew, 
Drawn out in living characters. Thy conflict, and Thy victory too. 

2 Such was Thy truth, and such Thy zeal, 4 Be Thou my pattern, make me bear 
Such deference to Thy Father’s will, More of Thy gracious image here; 
Such love and meekness so Divine, Then God the Judge shall own my name 


I would transcribe, and make them mine. Among tbe followers of the Lamb. 
ISAAC WATTS, 


221 ECastbrook.—7.6. 8.6. D. 


Rev. 8. J. P. DUNMAN. 


1 I want to be like Jesus, 2 I want to be like Jesus, 

So lowly and so meek ; I never, never find 

For no one marked an angry word, That He, though persecuted, was 
That ever heard Him speak. To any one unkind, 

I want to be like Jesus, I want to be like Jesus, 
So frequently in prayer ; Engaged in doing good, 

Alone, upon the mountain-top, So that of me it may be said, 
He met His Father there ! ‘*She hath done what she could.” 


8 I want to be like Jesus, 

Who sweetly said to all, 

‘Let little children come to Me:” 
I would obey the call. 

But oh! I’m not like Jesus, ~ 
As anyone may see: 

Then, gentle Saviour, send Thy grace, 
And make me like to Thee. W. M. WHITTEMORE, 
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Ewing.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


BisHop Ewina. 


1 O Jusus, I have promised, 
To serve Thee to the end; 
Be Thou for ever near me, 
My Master and my Friend! 
I shall not fear the battle 
If Thou art by my side, 
Nor wander from the pathway 
If Thou wilt be my Guide. 
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2 O let me feel Thee near me; 


The world is ever near 5 

I see the sights that dazzle, 
The tempting sounds I hear: 

My foes are ever near me, 
Around me and within ; 

But, Jesus, draw Thou nearer, 
And shield my soul from sin, 
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3 O let me hear Thee speaking 4 O Jesus, Thou hast promised 

In accents clear and still, To all who follow Thee, 

Above the storms of passion, That where Thou art in glory, 
The murmurs of self-will. There shall Thy servant be; 

O speak, to re-assure me, And, Jesus, I have promised 
To hasten or control ; To serve Thee to the end; 

O speak, and make me listen, O give me grace to follow 
Thou Guardian of my soul! My Master and my Friend! 


5 O let me see Thy footmarks, 

And in them plant mine own: 

My hope to follow duly 
Is in Thy strength alone! 

O guide me, call me, draw me, 
Uphold me to the end; 

And then in heaven receive me, 
My Saviour and my Friend! 

J. E. BODE. 


223 Pilgrimage.—7.7. 7.7. 


Har. by Sir R. P. Stewart, Mus. Doc. 
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1 In our work and in our play, 3 Thou wilt bless our play-hour too, 
Jesus, be Thou ever near, If we ask Thy succour strong, 
Guarding, guiding, all the day Watch o’er all we say and do, 
Keeping in Thy holy fear. Hold us back from guilt and wrong, 
2 Thou didst toil, a lowly Child, 4 O how happy thus to spend 
In the far-off Holy Land, Work and play-time in Thy sight, 
Blessing labour undefiled, - Till the rest which shall not end, 


Pure and honest, of the hand. Till the day which knows no night! 
W. CHATTERTON DIX, 
185 
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224. Scatter seeds of kindness, 
8.7.8.7.D. With Chorus. 
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1 Let us gather up the sunbeams 3 If we knew the baby fingers 
Lying all around our path: : Pressed against the window pane, 
Let us keep the wheat and roses, Would be cold and stiff to-morrow, 
Casting out the thorns and chaff. Never trouble us again, 
Let us find our sweetest comfort Would the bright eyes of our darling 
In the blessings of to-day, Catch the frown upon our brow! 
With a patient hand removing Would the prints of rosy fingers 
All the briers from the way. Vex us then as they do now? 


Then scatter seeds of kindness, 


For our reaping by-and-by. 
4 Ah! those little ice-cold fingers, 


2 Strange we never prize the music How they point our memories back 
Till the sweet-voiced bird has flown! To the hasty words and actions 
Strange that we should slight the violets Strewn along our backward track! . 
Till the lovely flowers are gone! How those little hands remind us, 
Strange that summer skies and sunshine As in snowy grace they lie, 
Never seem one half so fair, Not to scatter thorns, but roses 
As when winter’s snowy pinions For our reaping by-and-hy. 
Shake the white down in the air, MARY RILEY SMITH. 


225 St. £nn.—o.M. 


Ascribed to Dr, Wm. Crort, 1708, 


1 THovucsH lowly here our lot may be, 83 To duty firm to conscience true, 
High work have we to do, However tried and pressed, 
In faith and trust to follow Him In God’s clear sight high work we do, 
Whose lot was lowly too. If we but do our best. 
2 Our lives enriched with gentle thoughts 4 Thus may we make the lowliest lot 
And loving deeds may be— With rays of glory bright ; 
A stream that still the nobler grows, Thus may we turn a crown of thorns 
‘The nearer to the sea. Into a crown of light. 
W. GASKELL, 
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226 Wield not to Temptation. 


11.11.11.11. With Chorus. 


H. Ray PALMER. 
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1 YIELD not to temptation, for yielding is sin _ 
Each victory will help you some other to win; 
Fight manfully onward, dark passions subdue, 
Look ever to Jesus, He’ll carry you through. 


Ask the Saviour to help you, 
Comfort, strengthen, and keep you; 
He is willing to aid you, 
He will carry you through. 


2 Shun evil companions, bad language disdain, 
God’s name hold in reverence, nor-take it in vain. 
Be thoughtful and earnest, kind-hearted and true ; 
Look ever to Jesus, He’ll carry you through. 


8 To him that o’erecometh, God giveth a crown; 
Through faith we shall conquer, though often cast down. 
He who is the Saviour our strength will renew; 
Look ever to Jesus, He’ll carry you through. 
188 H. RAY PALMER, 
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Courage, Brother.—s.7. 8.7. p. 


ARTHUR SULLIVAN, 


“Trust in God, trust in God, 


trust in God, and. . do the right.” 
Tae, 


1 CouraGE, brother! do not stumble, 

Though thy path be dark as night: 

There’s a star to guide the humble: 
“Trust in God, and do the right.” 

Let the road be long and dreary, 
And its ending out of sight; 

Foot it bravely—strong or weary ; 
“Trust in God, and do the right.” 


2 Perish policy and cunning, 
Perish all that fears the light ; 
Whether losing, whether winning, 
“Trust in God, and do the right.” 
Trust no forms of guilty passion, 
Fiends ean look like angels bright ; 
Trust no custom, school, or fashion, 
‘Trust in God, and do the right,” 


8 Trust no party, Church, or faction, 


Trust no leaders in the fight ; 
But in every word and action 
“Trust in God, and do the right.” 
Some will hate thee, some will love thee, 
Some will flatter, some will slight ; 
Cease from man and look above thee, 
“Trust in God, and do the right.” 


4 Simple rule and safest guiding, 
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Inward peace and inward light, 
Star upon our path abiding, 

“Trust in God, and do the right.” 

Courage, brother! do not stumble, 
Though thy path be dark as night: 

There’s a star to guide the humble: 

“Trust in God, and do the right. 
NORMAN MACLEOD, 
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228 What shall the barvest be? 


9.9.9.9.7. With Chorus. 


1. Sowing the seed by the daylight fair, Sowing theseed by the noonday glare; 
2. Sowing the seed by the wayside high, Sowing theseed on the rocksto die; 
3. Sowing the seed of a lingeringpain, Sowing the seed of a maddened brain; 
4, Sowing the seed with an ach-ing heart, Sowing the seed while the teardrops start, 
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Sowing the seed by the fad-inglight, Sowing theseedin the solemn night; 
Sowing the seed where the thorns will spoil, Sowing the seed in the fer - tile soil; 
Sowing the seed of a  tar-nishedname, Sowing the seed of e - ter-nal shame: 
Sowing in hope till the reap-ers come, Glad-ly to gather the har-vesthome: 
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: SERVICE. 
229 ‘IRipon,—s.M. 


1 WE give Thee but Thine own, 4 To comfort and to bless, 
Whate’er the gift may be; To find a balm for woe, 

All that we have is Thine alone, To tend the lone and fatherless, 
A trust, O Lord, from Thee. Is angel’s work below. 

2 May we Thy bounties thus 5 The captive to release, 
As stewards true receive, To God the lost to bring, 

And gladly, as Thou blessest us, To teach the way of life and peace, 
To Thee our first fruits give. It is a Christ-like thing. 

3 Oh! hearts are bruised and dead, 6 And we believe Thy word, 
And homes are bare and cold, Though dim our faith may be: 

And lambs, for whom the Shepherd bled, Whate’er for Thine we do, O Lord, 
Are straying from the fold. We do it unto Thee. 


BISHOP W. W. HOW. 


230 Elijab.—7.7. 7.7. 


By permission of Novello, Ewer and Co. 
MENDELSSOHN. 


SERVICE. 


1 Tue for ever! God of love, 
Hear us from Thy throne above ; 
Thine for ever may we be, 

Here and in eternity. 


2 Thine for ever! Oh, how blest 
They who find in Thee their rest ! 


Saviour, Guardian, Heavenly Friend, 


Oh, defend us to the end! 


3 Thine for ever! Lord of Life, 


Shield us through our earthly strife ; 


Consecration.—7.7.7.7. 


Thou, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
Guide us to the realms of day. 


4 Thine for ever! Shepherd, keep 
Us Thy weak and trembling sheep ; 
Safe alone beneath Thy care, 

Let us all Thy goodness share, 


5 Thine for ever! Thou our Guide! 
All our wants by Thee supplied, 
All our sins by Thee forgiven, 
Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven! 
MRS. MARY F. MAUDE. 


W. H. HAVERGAL. 


1 TAKE my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee ; 
Take my moments and my days, 
Let them flow in ceaseless praise. 


2 Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of Thy love ; 
Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for Thee. 


3 Take my voice, and let me sing 
Always, only, for my King ; 
Take my iips, and let them be 
Filled with messages for Thee. 


4 Take my silver and my gold ; 
Not a mite would I withhold: 
Take my intellect, and use 
Every power as Thou shalt choose, 


5 Take my will, and make it Thine! 
It shall be no longer mine ; 
Take my heart, it is Thine own, 
It shall be Thy royal throne. 


6 Take my love, my Lord, I pour 
At Thy feet its treasure store ; 
Take myself, and I will be 
Ever, only, all for Thee. 
FRANCES R. HAVERGAL. 
198 H 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Wiiltshire.— 
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1 Happy the child whose youngest years 4 ’Twill save us from a thousand snares, 
Receive instruction well, To mind religion young ; 
Who hates the sinner’s path, and fears Grace will preserve our following years, 
The. road that leads to hell. And make our virtue strong. 
2 When we devote our youth to God 5 To Thee, Almighty God, to Thee 
’Tis pleasing in His eyes ; Our childhood we resign ; 
A flower, when offered in the bud, ‘Twill please us to look back, and see 
Ts no vain sacrifice. That our whole lives were Thine. 
3 ’Tis easier work, if we begin 6 Let the sweet work of prayer and praise 
To fear the Lord betimes ; Employ my youngest breath ; 
While sinners, that grow old in sin, Thus I’m prepared for longer days, 
Are hardened in their crimes, Or fit for early death. 


ISAAC WATTS, 


233 Wiiltshire.—c.m. 


1 How happy is the youth who hears 3 In her right hand she holds to view 


Tnstruction’s warning voice, A length of happy. days ; 
And who celestial wisdom makes Riches, with splendid honours joined * 
His early, only choice: Are what her left displays. 
2 For she has treasures greater far 4 According as her labours rise, 
Than East or West unfold ; So her rewards increase ; 
And her rewards more precious are Her ways are ways of pleasantness 
Than all their stores of gold. And all her paths are peace. 
J. LOGAN, 
234 Claremont.—o.M 
J. FOsTER. 
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1 In the soft season of thy youth, 3 He shall defend and guide thy youth 
In nature’s smiling bloom, Through life’s uncertain sea, ~ 
Ere age arrive, and trembling wait Till thou art landed on the coast 
Its summons to the tomb ; Of blest eternity. 
2 Remember thy Creator, God, 4 Then seek the Lord betimes and choose 
For Him thy powers employ, The path of heavenly truth ; 
Make Him thy fear, thy love, thy hope, This earth affords no lovelier sight 
Thy confidence, and joy. Than a religious youth. 
ANON, 
235 Exeter College.—s.7. 8.7. 
W. H. JuDE 
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1 Lirs is real, life is earnest 4 Lives of great men all remind us 
And the grave is not its goal ; We can make our lives sublime ; 
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,” And, departing, leave behind us 
Was not spoken of the soul. Footprints on the sands of time ; 
2 Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 5 Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Is our destined end or way; Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 
But to act, that each to-morrow A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
Find us farther than to-day. Seeing, shall take heart again. 
3 Art is long, and time is fleeting, [brave, 6 Let us, then, be up and doing, 
And our hearts, though stout and With a heart for any fate, 
Still, like muffled drums are beating Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Funeral marches to the grave. Learn to labour and to wait. 


H. W. LONGFELLOW, 
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236 iRutberford.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


1 Iv is not earthly pleasure, 2 But ’tis religion bringeth 
That withers in a day ; Joy beyond earth’s control ; 
It is not mortal treasure, Rich from the throne it springeth, 
That flieth soon away ; A fountain to the soul. 
It is uot friends that leave us ; He that is meek and lowly 
It is not sense nor sin, The Saviour’s face shall see ; 
Thai smile but to deceive us, To none but to the holy 
Can give us peace within. Heaven’s gate shall opened be, 


8 Lord, be Thy Spirit near us, 
While we Thy word are taught ; 
And may these days that cheer us 
With future good be fraught. 
May we, to heaven invited, 
When youth and life are flown, 
Teachers and taught united, 
Assemble round the throne. 
AMERICAN, 
196 
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237 Ibushed was the Evening bymn,—e.6.6.6.8.8. 


TREBLE VOICES. ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 


SS 


1 HusHED was the evening hymn, 3 Oh! give me Samuel’s ear, 
The temple courts were dark ; The open ear, O Lord, 
The lamp was burning dim Alive and quick to hear 


Before the sacred ark ; Each whisper of Thy word ; 
When suddenly a voice Divine Like Him to answer at Thy call 
Rang through the silence of the shrine. And to obey Thee first of all. 


2 The old man, meek and mild, 4 Oh! give me Samuel’s mind, 
The priest of Israel slept ; A sweet unmurmuring faith, 
His watch the Temple child, Obedient and resigned. 
The little Levite, kept ; To Thee in life and death ; 
And what from Eli’s sense was sealed, That I may read with childlike eyes 
The Lord to Hannah’s son revealed. Truths that are hidden from the wise, 
J. D. BURNS. 
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1 J GivE myself to Thee, 
My Saviour and my God, 
To be Thine own for evermore, 
The purchase of Thy blood. 


2 I give myself to Thee, 
My Father and my Friend, 
To walk in all Thy perfect way, 
Until my life shall end, 


3 Fulfil in me Thy will, 
The work of faith with power ; 
Lord, consecrate me to Thyself, 
And keep me from this hour. 


4 O help me to renounce 
The hateful works of sin, 
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The empty vanities of life, 
The flesh that strives within. 


5 O help me to believe 
Thy living word of truth, 
And take it as the perfect guide 
Of ny imperfect youth. 


6 O help me to obey 
The law which Thou hast given, 
And daily by Thy grace to tread 
The path that leads to heaven. 


7 And ever, more and more, 
Lord, let Thy servant prove 
The riches of redeeming grace, 
The wonders of Thy love. 
E. SYMONS. 


ft. Hgnes.—o.M. 


Rev. J. B. Dykes, Mus. Doe. 


Io SS SS 
== 


De — 


i eT 


i | a 


Sa aa a 


= 
Pas 
E= 


as ak RP ce Rs cae 
ety Sof pe reae page 


SERVICE. 
1 How good and pleasant is the sight 3 How happy are the sons of peace ! 


When kindred souls agree! Their hearts and hopes are one; 
How blest the house where hearts unite And kind clesigns to serve and please 
In bonds of piety! Through all their actions run. 
2 All in their proper stations move, 4 Here peace, like morning dew, distils 
And each fulfils his part, Its blessings from above ; 
In every care of life and love, While grateful joy each bosom fills 
With sympathising heart. And every heart is love. ANON. 


240 St. Hgnes.—c.m. 


1 Harry the home when God is there, 3 Happy the home where prayer is heard 


And love fills every breast; [prayer, And praise is wont to rise ; 
Where one their wish, and one their Where parents love the holy word, 
And one their heavenly rest. And live but for the skies. 
2 Happy the home where Jesu’s name 4 Lord, let us in our homes agree, 
Is sweet to every ear; This blessed peace to gain ; 
Where children early lisp His fame, Unite our hearts in love to 'Thee, 
And parents hold Him dear. And love to all will reign. ANON, 


241 Emmanuel.—o.m. 


L. Vv. BEETHOVEN. 


1 WHEN®’ER I take my walks abroad, 3 How many children in the street 
How many poor I see! Half naked I behold ; 


What shall I render to my God While I am clothed from head to feet, 
For all His gifts to me? And covered from the cold. 
2 Not more than others I deserve, 4 While some poor wanderers scarce can tell 
Yet God hath given me more; Where they may lay their head, 
For I have food while others starve, I have a home wherein to dwell, 
Or beg from door to door. And rest upon my bed. 


5 Are these Thy favours day by day 
To me above the rest? 
Then let me love Thee more than they, 
And try to serve Thee best. ISAAC WATTS. 
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242 Angels’ Story.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


A. H. Mann, Mus. Doc. 


1 Go thou in life’s fair morning, 

Go in the bloom of youth, 

And buy, for thine adorning, 
The precious pearl of truth ; 

Secure this heavenly treasure, 
And bind it on Thy heart, 

And let not earthly pleasure 
Her cause it to depart. 


2 Go, while the day-star shineth, 


Go, while thy heart is light; 
Go, ere thy strength declineth, 
While every sense is bright ; 
Sell all thou hast, and buy it, 
’Tis worth all earthly things, 
Rubies and gold and diamonds, 
Sceptres and crowns of kings. 


3 Go, ere the clouds of sorrow 
Steal o’er Thy bloom of youth ; 
Defer not till to-morrow, 
Go now, and buy the truth. 
Go, seek thy great Creator, 
Learn early to be wise; 
Go, place upon His altar 


A morning sacrifice. 


ANON, 


SERVICE, 


Rothbury.—7.s. 7.6. D. 
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1 I LOVE my precious Saviour 

Because He died for me; 

And if [ did not serve Him, 
How sinful I should he! 

I know He makes me happy, 
And hears me when [ pray: 

V1l keep my hold on Jesus, 
The Bible says I may. 


2 Though I can do but little, 

Yet I will always try 

To tell some little children 
How Jesus came to die. 

God help me to be useful 
In all I do or say ! 

I mean to work for Jesus, 
The Bible says I may. 
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3 And while I’m loving Jesus, 

I feel so glad to know 

That making others happy 
Will make me happy too. 

When others hear me singing, 
Tl not forget to say, 

You too can be as happy, 
The Bible says you may. 


4 And since I’ve found my Saviour, 

The first link in the chain, 

T’ll trust in Him for ever, 
Till heaven at last I gain. 

I love that blesséd country 
Where tears are wiped away ; 

I want to live with Jesus, 
The Bible says I may. 

W. P. RIX. 
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1 Lorp Jesus, shall it ever be, 
A mortal man ashamed of Thee ? 
Scorned be the thought by rich and poor ! 
My soul shall scorn it more and more. 


2 Ashamed of Jesus! Sooner far 
May evening blush to own a star. 
Ashamed of Jesus! Just as soon 
May midnight blush to think of noon. 


38 Ashamed of Jesus, that dear Friend, 


On whom my hopes of heaven depend ! 
No ; when I blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere His name. 


4 Ashamed of Jesus ! Yes, I may, 
When I’ve no-sins to wash away, 
No tears to wipe, no joys to crave, 
And no immortal soul to save. 


5 Till then—nor is this boasting vain— 
Till then I boast a Saviour slain : 
And oh, may this my glory be, 


That Christ is not 


ashamed of me! 
JOSEPH GRIGG. 


Eldersgate.—s.mM. 


Rev. G. P. Merrick, Mus. Bac. 
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SERVICE, 


1 Fai waved the golden corn 4 Like Israel, Lord, we give 
In Canaan’s pleasant land, Our earliest fruits to Thee, 

When full of joy, some shining morn, And pray that, long as we shall live, 
Went forth the reaper band. We may Thy child ren be. 

2 To God, so good and great, 5 Thine is our youthful prime, 
Their cheerful thanks they pour, And life, and all its powers; 

Then carry to His temple gate Be with us in our morning time, 
The choicest of their store. And bless our evening hours. 

3 For thus the holy word, 6 In wisdom let us grow, 
Spoken by Moses, ran: As years and strength are given, 

“The first ripe ears are for the Lord, That we may serve Thy Church below, 
The rest He gives to man.” And join Thy saints in heaven. 


J. H. GURNEY, 


246 hanford.—s.s. 8.4. 


ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 
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1 Dear Master, what can children do? 4 And not one simple, loving deed, 


The angels came from heaven above That lessens gloom, or lightens pain, 
To comfort Thee; may children too Or answers some unspoken need, 
Give Thee their love? Is done in vain. 


2 No more, as on that night of shame, 5 Since every passing joy we make, 


Art Thou in dark Gethsemane, For men and women that we see, 
Where, worshipping, an angel came If it is offered for Thy sake, 
To strengthen Thee. Is given to Thee. 


3 But Thou hast taught us that Thou art 6 O God, our Master, help us then 


Still present in the crowded street, To bless the weary and the sad, 
In every lonely, suffering heart And, comforting our fellow men, 
That there we meet, To make Thee glad. 


ANNIE MATHESON, 
203 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
947 St. Gertrude.—e.5. 6.5.D. With Refrain. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. 
ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 
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With the Crossof Je - sus, 


1 OnwaRD, Christian soldiers, 2 At the sign of triumph 
Marching as to war, Satan’s host doth flee; 
With the Cross of Jesus On then, Christian soldiers, 
Going on before ; On to victory ! 
Christ, the Royal Master, Hell's foundations quiver 
Leads against the foe ; At the shout of praise ; 
Forward into battle, Brothers, lift your voices, 
See His banners go ! Loud your anthems raise. 
Onward, Christian soldiers, 3 Like a mighty army 
Marching as to war; Moves the Church of God; 
With the Cross of Jesus Brothers, we are treading 
Going on before, Where the saints have trod; 
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SERVICE. 


We are not divided, 
All one body we, 

One in hope and doctrine, 
One in charity. 


4 Crowns and thrones may perish, 
Kingdoms rise and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 
Constant will remain ; 
Gates of hell can never 
’Gainst that Church prevail ; 


We have Christ’s own promise 
And that cannot fail. 


5 Onward then, ye people, 
Join our happy throng, 
Blend with ours your voices 
In the triumph song ; 
Glory, praise, and honour 
Unto Christ the King ; 
This through countless ages 
Men and angels sing. 
S. BARING-GOULD. 


Trust.—s.6. 5.6. D. 
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1 Gop eutrusts to all 
Talents few or many; 
None so young or small 
That they have not any. 
Though the great and wise 
Have a greater number, 
Yet my one I prize, 
And it must not slumber. 


2 Little drops of rain 
Bring the springing flowers, 
And I may attain 
Much by little powers. 
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Every little mite, 
Every little measure, 

Helps to spread the light, 
Helps to swell the treasure. 


8 God will surely ask, 
Ere I enter heaven, 
Have I done the task 
Which to ine was given. 
God entrusts to all 
Talents few or many ; 
None so young or small 
That they have not any. 
J. EDMESTON. 
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249 Ist Tune. Sarum.—s.s.s 4. 


From Hymnarvum Sarisburiense. 
Adapted by J. HutLan. 
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1 My God, my Father, while I stray 3 What though in lonely grief I sigh 
Far from my home, on life’s rough way, For friends beloved no longer nigh, 
O teach me from my heart to say, Submissive still would T reply, 

Thy will be done ! Thy will be done | 


2 Though dark my path and sad my lot, 


4 If Thou shouldst call me to resign 
Let me be still and murmur not, 


What most I prize, it ne’er was mine, 

Or breathe the prayer Divinely taught, I only yield Thee what is Thine ; 
Thy will be done ! Thy will be done ! 
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SERVICE. 


5 Should grief or sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 
My Father, still I strive to say, 
Thy will be done! 


6 Let but my fainting heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest, 
My God, to Thee I leave the rest ; 

Thy will be done! 
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7 Renew my will from day to day, 


Blend it with Thine, and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say, 
Thy will be done! 


8 Then when on earth I breathe no more 


The prayer oft mixed with tears before, 
Tl sing upon a happier shore, 
Thy will be done ! 
CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT. 


Stutgard.—s.7. 8.7. 


1 WE are only little workers, 
Yet we fain would do Thy will ; 
So we pray Thee, Lord, to help us 
Lowly duties to fulfil. 


2 Little souls perchance may brighten 
Lives that sorrow, care, and sin 
‘Darken, till hope’s blesséd sunshine 
Scarcely ever enters in. 


3 Little feet are never weary, 
Little hearts are seldom sad : 
So we ask that Thou wouldst teach us 
How to make grown people glad. 


4 We would often bring them comfort, 
But we know not what to say : 
Some sweet message fresh from heaven 
Lay upon our lips to-day. 


5 Thou hast taught us, dearest Saviour, 
That e’en whispered words can fly 
Straight above the clouds of heaven, 
And be heard by Thee on high. 


6 Help us, then, to say to others, 
Who have never learnt to know ; 
‘*God is listening still to answer 
Those who watch and wait below.” 


7 Grant that we, Thy willing workers, 
By Thy grace may find at length, 
Even children in their weakness 
May help others in Thy strength. 
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A. MARRYAT. 
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Dayp-spring.—e.5. 6.5. D. 


251 1st Tune. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. 


J. BAPTISTE CALKIN. 
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Deeside.—s.5. 6.5. D. 


Qnd Tune. 
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SERVICE. 
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1 WHILE the sun is shining 3 Work, but not in sadness, 
Brightly in the sky, For your Lord above; 
Ere his rays declining He will make it gladness 
Tell that night is nigh, With His smile of love, 
Ere the shadows falling When that Lord returning 
- lengthen on our way, Knocketh at the gate, 
Hark! A voice is calling, Let your lights be burning, 
“Work while it is day.” Be like men who wait, 
2 Work for God in heaven, 4 Happy then the meeting, 
Seek the Saviour’s face, When you see His face ; 
Plead to be forgiven, Welcome then the greeting 
Strive to grow in grace, From the throne of grace: 
Watch against temptation, “Good and faithful servant, 
Watch, and fight, and pray, Of my Father blest, 
Each in his own station, Now your work is ended, 
“Work while it is day.” Enter into rest.” 
T. A. STOWELL, 
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1 SranpD up, stand up for Jesus, 
Ye soldiers of the Cross ; 
_ Lift high His royal banner, 
It must not suffer loss: 
From victory unto victory 
His army shall He lead, 
Till every foe is vanquished, 
And Christ is Lord indeed. 


2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 

The trumpet call obey ; 

Forth to the mighty conflict 
In this His glorious day, 

Ye that are His now serve Him 
Against unnumbered foes ; 

Let courage rise with danger, 
And strength to strength oppose. 
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3 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 
Stand in His strength alone, 
The arm of flesh will fail you— 
Ye dare not trust your own. 
Put on the gospel armour, 
And, watching unto prayer, 
Where duty calls or danger, 
Be never wanting there. 


4 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 
The strife will not be long; 
This day the noise of battle, 
The next the victor’s song. 
To him that overcometh 
A crown of life shall be, 
He with the King of glory 
Shall reign eternally. 
GEO. DUFFIELD. 
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With Chorus. 
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Where He may lead I'll fol - low,.. 
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SERVICE. 
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I KNOW not what awaits me; 
God kindly veils mine eyes, 

And o’er each step of my onward way 
He makes new scenes to rise, 

And every joy He sends me comes 
A sweet and glad surprise. 


Where He may lead I’ll follow, 
My trust in Him repose; 
And every hour in perfect peace 
Tll sing, ‘‘He knows! He knows !” 


2. 


One step I see before me, 
Tis all I need to see ; 

The light of heaven more brightly shines, 
When earth’s illusions flee; 

And sweetly through the silence comes 
His loving ‘‘ Follow Me!” 


3. 


Oh, blissful lack of wisdom ! ° 
Tis blessed not to know ; 

He holds me with His own right hand, 
And will not let me go, 

And lulls my troubled soul to rest 
In Him who loves me so. 


4, 


So on I go, not knowing, 

I would not if I might ; 
V’d rather walk in the dark with God, 

Than go alone in the light ; 
T’d rather walk by faith with Him, 

Than go alone by sight. 

MARY G. BRAINARD, 
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Forwarp! be our watchword, 
Steps and voices joined ; 
Seek the things before us, 
Not a look behind: 
Burns the fiery pillar 
At our army’s head ; 
Who shall dream of shrinking 
By our Captain led? 
Forward through the desert, 
Through the toil and fight: 
Jordan flows before us, 


Sion beams with light: 


De 


Forward, when in childhood 
Buds the infant mind ; 
All through youth and manhood, 
Not a thought behind: 
Speed through realms of nature, 
Climb the steps of grace ; 
Faint not, till in glory 
Gleams our Father’s face: 
Forward, all the life-time, 
Climb from height to height, 
Till the head be hoary, 
Till the eve be light. 
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Glories upon glories 


Hath our God prepared, 


By the souls that love 


Him 


One day to be shared ; 


Eye hath not beheld t. 


hem, 


Ear hath never heard, 
Nor of these hath uttered 


Thought or speech a word: 


Forward, marching eastward 


Where the heaven is bright, 


Till the veil be lifted, 


Till our faith be sight! 


4, 


Far o’er yon horizon 


Rise the city towers, 
Where our God abideth ; 


That fair home is ours: 


Flash the streets with 


jasper 


Shine the gates with gold, 


Flows the gladdening 


river 


Shedding joys untold: 


Thither, onward thither, 


In the Spirit’s might, 


Pilgrims to your coun 


Forward into light! 


try, 


H. ALFORD, 


Death and Resurrection. 
255 Redbead ii0. 47.—7.7. 7.7. 
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1 Swirt the moments fly away, 3 Think, my soul, awake and see 
First the hour, and then the day; What will soon become of thee; 
Next the week, the month, the year Whither tending canst thou tell, 
Steal away and disappear. Up to heaven, or down to hell? 

2 Time is ever on the wing, 4 Jesus, I would humbly pray, 

While I speak, or think, or sing; Guide and keep me in Thy way; 

Whether working, or at play, Every gift and grace bestow, 

Time is rolling fast away. Wean my heart from things below. 
ANON. 


TRosemead.— L.M. 


DEATH AND RESURRECTION. 


1 Lire is the time to serve the Lord, 
The time to ensure the great reward ; 
And while the lamp holds out to burn, 
The vilest sinner may return. 


2 Life is the hour that God hath given, 
To ’scape from hell and fly to heaven, 
The day of grace when mortals may 


3 The living know that they must die, 
But all the dead forgotten lie; 
Their memory and sense are gone, 
Alike unknowing and unknown. 


4 Their hatred and their love are lost, 
Their envy buried in the dust; 
They have no share in all that’s done 


Secure the blessings of the day. Beneath the circuit of the sun. 


5 Then what our thoughts design to do, 
Our hands with all their might pursue; 
Since no device nor work is found, 
Nor faith, nor hope beneath the ground. 
ISAAC WATTS. 


German bhymn.—7.7. 7.7. 


1 Time is earnest, passing by; 
Death is earnest, drawing nigh ; 
Sinner, wilt thou trifling be? 
Time and death appeal to thee. 


2 Life is earnest; when ’tis o’er, 
' Thou returnest never more; 
Soon to meet eternity, 
Wilt thou never serious be? 


8 God is earnest; kneel and pray 
Ere thy season pass away, 
Ere He set His judgment throne, 
Vengeance ready, mercy gone. 


4 Christ is earnest, bids thee come; 
Paid thy spirit’s priceless sum ; 
Wilt thou spurn thy Saviour’s love 
Pleading with thee from above? 
AMERICAN, 
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258 PBeethoven,—11.11. 11.11. 


L. v. BEETHOVEN. 
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1 Like mist on the mountains, like ships on the sea, 
So swiftly the years of our pilgrimage flee; 
In the grave with our fathers how soon we shall lie! 
Dear children, to-day, to a Saviour fly. 


2 How sweet are the flowerets in April and May! 
But often the frost makes them wither away; 
Like flowers you may fade: are you ready to die? 
While yet ‘“‘there is room” to a Saviour fly. 


3 When Samuel was young he first knew the Lord, 
He slept in His smile, and rejoiced in His word; 
So most of God’s children are early brought nigh: 
Oh! seek Him in youth—to a Saviour fly.. 


4 Do you ask me for pleasure? then lean on His breast, 
For there the sin-laden and weary find rest ; 
In the valley of death you will triumphing ecry,— 
“‘If this be called dying ’tis pleasant to die!” 


R. M. M°CHEYNE. 
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DEATH AND RESURRECTION. 


259 Deerburst.—s.7. 8.7. D. 


JAMES LANGRAN, 


1 Let me think if I were dying, 2 They could only stand beside me, 
And I very soon must lie, Tend my pillow, weep my fall ; 
On what hope am I relying, Death’s dark hand will soon divide me 
To what refuge could | fly? From the dearest of them all. [ing, 
Not a sister, nor a brother, What though health and youth are bloom- 
Nor the holiest of men, And though length of days I boast, 
Not a father, nor a mother, Time is day by day consuming 
Could afford me refuge then. Every hope I trust in most. 


3 While these days are passing o’er me, 
Whilst the swift winged moments fly, 
Let me often bring before me 
That dread hour when I must die ; 
Let me ask, through Jesu’s merit, 
Grace to pardon all my sin, 
Let me seek the Holy Spirit, 
To renew and make me clean. 
J, EDMESTON. 
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DEATH AND RESURRECTION. 


Madeley 


—10.3.°10:3; 1010:16.10.3. 
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J. HARRISON, 
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DEATH AND RESURRECTION. 


1. 


THEY are gathering homewards from every land, 
One by one, 
As their weary feet touch the shining strand, 
One by one. 
Their brows are enclosed in a golden crown, 
Their travel-stained garments are all laid down, 
And clothed in white raiment they rest in the mead 
Where the Lamb loveth His chosen to lead, 
One by one. 


2. 


Before they rest they pass through the strife, 
One by one; 

Through the waters of death they enter life, 
One by one. 

To some are the floods of the river still, 

As they ford on their way to the heavenly hill; 

To others the waves run fiercely and wild ; 

Yet all reach the home of the undefiled 
One by one. 


3. 


Jesus, Redeemer, we look to Thee, 
One by one; 
We lift up our voices tremblingly, 
One by one. 
The waves of the river are dark and cold, 
We know not the spot where our feet may hold; 
Thou, who didst pass through in deep midnight, 
Strengthen us, send us the staff and the light, 
One by one. 


4, 


Plant Thou Thy feet beside us as we tread, 
One by one; 
On Thee let us lean each drooping head, 
One by one. 
Let but Thy strong arm around us be twined, 
We shall cast our cares and fears to the wind ; 
Saviour, Redeemer, with Thee full in view, 
Smilingly, gladsomely, shall we pass through, 


One by one. 
MARY LESLIE, 
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Boston.—L.M. 7 
Dr. LOWELL Mason. 
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1 Happy the children who are gone 3 There to their golden harps they sing ; 
To live with Jesus Christ in peace, While tens of thousands join their songs, 
Who stand around His glorious throne Hosannas to the immortal King, 
Clad in His spotless righteousness, To whom eternal praise belongs. 
2 The Saviour whom they loved below 4 O gracious Saviour, there may we 
Hath kindly wiped their tears away ; Be brought with them in bliss to join, 
No sin, no sorrow there they know, The fulness of Thy love to see, 
But dwell in one eternal day. And sing Thy mercies all Divine. 
J. CENNICK, 
262 Martyrdom.—c.M. 


HucH WILSON, 
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1 Atmicuty God, Thy piercing eye 2 There’s not a sin that we commit, 
Strikes through the shades of night, Nor wicked word we say, ; 
And our most secret actions lie But in Thy dreadful book ’tis writ, 
All open to Thy sight. Against the judgment day, 
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DEATH AND RESURRECTION. 
3 And must the sins that I have done 5 Remember all the dying pains 


Be read and published there, That my Redeemer felt, 
Be all exposed before the sun, And let His bleod wash out my stains, 
While men and angels hear? And answer for my guilt. 
4 Lord, at Thy feet ashamed I lie, 6 Oh, may I now for ever fear 
Upward I dare not look ; To indulge a sinful thought ; 
Pardon my sins before I die, Since the great God can see and hear 
And blot them from Thy book. And writes down every fault. 
ISAAO WATTS, 
263 Martprdom.—o.m. 
1 How long sometimes a day appears! 8 Days, months, and yeurs must have an 
And weeks—how long are they! Kternity has none, [end ; 
Months move along, as if the years *T will always have as long to spend 
Would never pass away. As when it first begun. 
2 But months and years are passing by, 4 Great God! we children cannot tell 
And soon must all be gone; How such a thing can be, 
For day by day, as minutes fly, But only pray that we may dwell 
Eternity comes on. That long, long time with Thee. 


JANE TAYLOR. 


264 woden.—L.M. 


Dr. LOWELL MAson. 
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1 THE morning flowers display their sweets, 4 Or worn by slowly-rolling years, 


And gay their silken leaves unfold, Or broke by sickness in a day, 
As careless of the noontide heats, The fading glory disappears, 
As fearless of the evening cold. The short-lived beauties die away: 
2 Nipt by the wind’s unkindly blast, 5 Yet these new rising from the tomb, 
Parched by the sun’s directer ray, With lustre brighter far shall shine, 
The momentary glories waste, Revive with ever-during bloom, 
The short-lived beauties die away. Safe from diseases and decline. 
8 So blooms the human face divine, 6 Let sickness blast, let death devour, 
When youth its pride of beauty shows ; If heaven must recompense our pairs; 
Fairer than spring the colours shine, Perish the grass, and fade the flower, 
And sweeter than the virgin rose. If firm the word of God remains, 


8. WESLEY, JUN. 
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Che Life to Come. 
265 Will pou go?—9.8.9.8. With Chorus. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 
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will you go, go to that beau-ti - ful land?.. 
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1 A BEAUTIFUL land by faith I see, The glory of God, the light of day, 

A land of rest, from sorrow free, Hath driven the darkness far away. 

i ans bright, and 
us ee ch due caused Preoiee 3 In vision I see its streets of gold, 
> 


Its beautiful gates I too behold, 
The river of life, the crystal sea, 
Will you go to that beautiful land The ambrosial fruit of life’s fair tree. 
with me, 
Will you go to that beautiful land? 4 The heavenly throng, arrayed in white, 
In rapture range the plains of light ; 
2 That beautiful land, the city of light, And in one harmonious choir they praise 
It ne’er has known the shades of night; Their glorious Saviour’s matchless grace, 


J. HALL. 


And beautiful angels too are there. 


-f 
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THE LIFE TO COME. 


Thope.—9.10. 9.10. 


A HOME in heaven! What a joyful 
thought, 

As the poor man toils in his weary lot, 

His heart oppressed, and with anguish 
driven, 

From his home below to his home in heaven. 


2. 
A home in heaven! As the sufferer lies 
On his bed of pain, and uplifts his eyes 
To that bright home, what a joy is given, 
With the blesséd thought of his home 
in heaven. : 


A home in heaven ! 


go 


A home in heaven! When our pleasures 
fade, 


And our wealth and fame in the dust are laid, 


When strength decays, and our health is |” 


riven, 
Weare happy still with our home in heaven, 


4, 


A home in heaven! When the faiut heart 
bleeds, 

By the Spirit’s stroke for its evil deeds ; 

Oh, then what bliss in that heart forgiven, 

Does the hope inspire of a home in heaven. 


5: 
When our friends are fled 


To the cheerless gloom of the mouldering dead ; 
We wait in hope on the promise given, 
We will meet again in our home in heaven ! 


W. HUNTER. 


225 


THE LIFE TO COME. 


267 Better Land.—9.9. 9.9. 9.9. 6. 


Moderato. JOHN FRANCIS BARNETT. 
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glo-riousthings? “Not there, not there, my — child.” 
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MRS. HEMANS, 
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268 1st Ture. Woden Grove.—v7.6.7.6.D. Special. 


SAMUEL SMITH, 


2nd Tune. Branilep.—z.6. 7.6.D. Special. 
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THE LIFE 


1 THERE’s a Friend for little children 
Above the bright blue sky, 
A Friend who never changes, 
Whose love will never die: 
Unlike our friends by nature, 
Who change with changing years, 
This Friend is always worthy 
Of that dear name He bears. 


2 There’s a rest for little children, 

Above the bright blue sky, 

Who love the blesséd Saviour, 
And to His Father cry; 

A rest from every trouble, 
From sin and danger free, 

Where every little pilgrim 
Shall rest eternally. 


3 There’s a home for little children, 
Above the bright blue sky, 
Where Jesus reigns in glory, 
A home of peace and joy. 
No home on earth is like it, 
Nor can with it compare ; 
For every one is happy, 
Nor could be happier, there. 


TO COME. 


4 There’s a crown for little children, 

Above the bright blue sky, 

And all who look for Jesus 
Shall wear it by-and-bye; 

A crown of brightest glory, 
Which He will then bestow 

On those who love the Saviour, 
And walk with Him below. 


5 There’s a song for little children, 

Above the bright blue sky, 

A song that will not weary, 
Though sung continually, 

A song which even angels 
Can never, never sing; 

They know not Christ as Saviour, 
But worship Him as King, 


6 There’s a robe for little children, 

Above the bright blue sky, 

And a harp of sweetest music, 
And palms of victory. 

All, all above is treasured, 
And found in Christ alone: 

O come, dear little children, 
That all may be your own. . 

A. MIDLANE, 


evan.—c.M. 


W. H. HAVERGAL. 
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1 O Happy land! O happy land! 
Where saints and angels dwell ; 
We long to join that glorious band, 
And all their anthems swell. 


2 But every voice in yonder throng 
On earth has breathed a prayer ; 
No lips untaught may join that song, 
Or learn the music there, 


2 
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3 Thou heavenly Friend! Thou heavenly 
{Friend ! 


O hear us when we pray ; 
Now let Thy pardoning grace descend, 
And take our sins away. 


4 Be all our fresh, our youthful days, 


To Thy best service given ; 
Then we shall meet to sing Thy praise, 
A ransomed band in heaven. 
MRS. PARSON, 


THE LIFE TO COME. 


270 


Ob, g0 bright !—s.s. 8.3. 8.8.8.3. 


JOHN HAYHURST. 
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1 THERE is a better world they say, 
Oh, so bright! 
Where sin and woe are done away, 
Oh, so bright ! 
And music fills the balmy air, 


And angels with bright wings are there, 
And harps of gold, and mansions fair, 


Oh, so bright! 


2 No clouds e’er pass along its sky, 
Happy land! 

No tear-drop glistens in the eye, 
Happy land! 


They drink the gushing streams of grace, 


And gaze upon the Saviour’s face, 


Whose brightness fills the holy place, 


Happy land! 


J ae 
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3 Though we are sinners every one, 
Jesus died ! 
And though our crown of peace is gone, 
Jesus died ! 

*We may be cleansed from every stain, 
We may be crowned with bliss again, 
And in that land of pleasure reign, 

Jesus died ! 


4 Then, parents, sisters, brothers come, 

Come away ! 

We long to reach our Father’s home, 
Come away ! 

O come, the time is gliding past, 

And men and things are fleeting fast ; 

Our turn will surely come at last, 
Come away! : 


J. LYTH. 
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271 Beauteous Scenes.—z.7. 7.7.7.7. 


1 BEAUTEOUS scenes on earth appear, 3 Soul-inspiring is the song 
Scenes to sight and memory dear, » Warbling from a youthful throng, 
Mountains, valleys, rivers, streams, Sending forth harmonious lays 
Landscapes bright with sunny beams ; To their great Redeemer’s praise ; 
But a better world by far But the sweetest notes by far 
Is beyond the highest star. Are beyond the highest star. 
2 Balmy is the Sabbath air, 4 O that here with fervent zeal, 
Precious is the place of prayer, We may do the Saviour’s will, 
Glad we in His temple praise And at Jength with ardent love, 
Him who helps us all our days; Join to swell the choir above; 
But a temple better far We shall happier be by far 
Is beyond the highest star. When beyond the highest star. 


R. ROBINSON, 
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1 Bryonp the grave’s dark portal, 3 O realm of joy and gladness, 
Beyond life’s stormy sea, O bright and blessed home ! 
There is a land immortal, No sorrow, sin, or sadness 
The eye of faith may see. * To that sweet world may come. 
There bloom unwithering flowers Safe in a Father’s keeping, 
Beneath a cloudless sky, Each heart His love shall share, 
And all the blissful hours And eyes here dim with weeping, 
Are spent without a sigh. Shall all be tearless there. 
2 No shades of evening gather, 4 Dear Saviour, be Thou near us, 
No gloom of night is there ; While here on earth we stay ; 
Those mansions of our Father O let Thy presence cheer us, 
Are ever bright and fair. And guide us all the way. 
There we shall be united The waves of death’s cold river 
- With friends who went before Stilled by Thy voice shall be ; 
Where hopes are never blighted And crowned and blessed for ever, 
And loved ones die no more. We then shall reign with Thee. 


J. E. ARNOLD. 
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1 In the Christian’s home in glory, * 8 Pain and sickness ne’er shall enter, 
There remains a promised rest ; Grief nor woe my lot shall share ; 
There my Saviour’s gone before me, But in that celestial centre, 
To fulfil my soul’s request. Ta crown of life shall wear. 
On the other side of Jordan, : 
In the sweet fields of Eden, | 4 Death itself shall then be vanquished, 
Where the tree of life is blooming, And its sting shall be withdrawn ; 
There is rest for you ; Shout for gladness, O ye ransomed ! 
There is rest for the weary, Hail with joy the happy dawn. 
There is rest for me. 
2 He is fitting up my mansion, 5 Sing, O sing, ye heirs of glory ! 
Which eternally shall stand ; Shout your triumphs as you go ! 
For my stay shall not be transient, Zion’s gates will open for you, 
In that holy, happy land. You shall find an entrance through. 


J. W. DAYMAN, 
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1 I woucp be like an angel, 3 I know I’m weak and sinful, 
And with the angels stand, But Jesus will forgive, 
A crown upon my forehead, For many little children 
A harp within my hand; Have gone to heaven to live: 
There right before my Saviour, Dear Saviour, when J languish, 
So glorious and so bright, And lay me down to die, 
I’d wake the sweetest music, Oh! send a shining angel, 
And praise Him day and night. To bear me to the sky. 
2 I never would be weary, 4 I shall be like an angel, 
Nor ever shed a tear, And with the angels stand, 
Nor ever know a sorrow, A crown upon my forehead, 
Nor ever feel a fear ; A harp within my hand ; 
But blesséd, pure, and holy, . And there, before my Saviour, 
Td dwell in Jesu’s sight, So glorious and so bright, 
And with ten thousand thousands I'll join the heavenly music, 
Praise Him both day and night. And praise Him day and night. 


MISS SYDNEY P, GILL, 


275 Thome.—11.11. 11.11. With Chorus. 


THE LIFE TO COME. 


: 
sweet, sweethome, Re - ceive me,dear Sa-viour,in glo - ry at home. 


ee oe eee 
a Sees eee : 


1 My rest is in heaven, my rest is not here; 
Then why should I murmur when trials are near? 
Be hushed, my dark spirit, the worst that can come; 
But shortens thy journey, and hastens thee home. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home ! 
Receive me, dear Saviour, in glory at home. 


2 It is not for me to be seeking my bliss, 
And building my hopes in a region like this ; 
I look for a city which hands have not piled, 
I pant for a country by sin undefiled. 


3 The thorn and the thistle around me may grow; 
I would not lie down upon roses below; 
I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest, 
Till I find it for ever in Jesus’s breast. 


4 Afflictions may damp me, but cannot destroy; 
One glimpse of His love turns them all into joy; 
And the bitterest tears, if He smile but on them 
Like dew in the sunshine, turn diamond and gem, 


5 Let doubt then, or danger, my progress oppose, 
They only make heaven more sweet at the close: 
Come joy, or come sorrow, whate’er may befall, 
One hour with my God will make up for it all. 


6 A scrip on my back, and a staff in my hand, 
L march on in haste through an enemy’s land; 
The way may be rough, but it cannot be long, 


And I’ll smooth it with hope, and cheer it with song. 
H. F. LYTE. 
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276 Sweet Rest.—7.6.7.6.D. 


With Chorus. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 


There is sweet rest in heav’n, there is sweet rest in 


She Joa. at ge eee 


csi rece ee 


lo 


(275 SS 
eo ore aa 


2 tS oe eee 
a 2a I 3 = = ‘S 
ig & rae r i zal 


we | 


heav’n, thereis sweet rest, thereissweet rest, thereis sweet rest in heav’n, 
ia None ' | Race a | | 
= 2 | § -o- ee 2 -o- : 
— 5 ote Zz == = = 
re sagen Great i = 


1 TxHovucH often here we’re weary, 

There is sweet rest above, 

A rest that is eternal, 

~ Where all is peace and love. 

O let us then press forward, 
That glorious rest to gain: 

We'll soon be free from sorrow, 
From toil and care and pain ! 


There is sweet rest in heaven, 


2 Loved ones have gone before us, 

‘They beckon us away ; 

O’er heavenly plains they’re soaring, 
Blest in eternal day. 

But we are in the army, 
And dare not leave our post: 

We'll fight until we conquer 
The foe’s most mighty host. 
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3 Our Saviour will be with us, 
E’en to our journey’s end, 
In every sore affliction, 
His present help to lend, 
He never will grow weary, 
Though often we request ; 
He'll give us grace to conquer, 
And take us home to rest. 


4 All glory to the Father, 
Who gives us every good; 
All glory be to Jesus, 
Who bought us with His blood ; 
And glory to the Spirit, 
Who keeps us to the end: 
Unto our God be glory, 
The sinner’s only Friend. 
AMERICAN 
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J. BAPTISTE CALKIN. 
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O HAVE ye not heard of a beautiful stream, Its virtues endure, and its waters, so pure, 
That flows through our Father’s land? Are sweet to the weary soul; 
Its waters gleam brightin the heavenly light, It tlows from the throne of Jehovah alone; 
And ripple o’er golden sand. Come, drink where its bright waves roll. 
O seek that beautiful stream : 4 


Seek now that beautiful stream: ‘This beautiful stream is the river of life; 
Its waters so free are flowing for thee, Jt flows for all nations free ; 


O seek that beautiful stream. A balm for each wound in its waters is 
2 O sinner, it flows for thee. [found : 
With a murmuring sound doth it wander ; 5. 

along, Oh! wilt thou not drink of this beautiful 
Through fields of eternal green, And dwell on its peaceful shore? [stream, 
Where the songs of the blest, in their haven The Spirit says, ‘‘Come, all ye weary ones 
of rest, And wander in sin no more.” [home, 

Float soft on the air serene. R. TORREY, JUN, 
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278 Shall we gather ?—s.7.8.7. 


With Chorus. 
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1 SHALL we gather at the river, 
Where bright angel feet have trod, 
With its crystal tide for ever 
Flowing by the throne of God ? 


Yes, we'll gather at the river, 
The beautiful, the beautiful river, 


Gather with the saints at the river, 


That flows by the throne of God. 


2 On the margin of the river 
Dashing up its silver spray, 
We will walk and worship ever, 
All the happy, golden day. 


3 Ere we reach the shining river, 
Lay we every burden down ; 
Grace our spirits will deliver,’ 
And provide a robe and crown, 


4 At the smiling of the river, 
Mirror of the Saviour’s face, 
Saints, whom death will never sever, 
Raise their songs of saving grace. 


5 Soon we'll reach the silver river; 
Soon our pilgrimage will cease ; 
Soon our happy hearts will quiver 
With the melody of peace. 


R. LOWRY, 
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With Chorus. 


¢ == s : 
= e Se | a — Sao 
2 een ce 4 3: el -S- = = = <— =" ZE| 
AA Heren e Une va a if 
wi N -Npes otek oe SI = S 
$$ 92g tes —s—" = eS = — 
b 2 | ie Bb | ce i 
= + = SSS 
2s ] LS 1 
: Sos o e S355 : = 22 Se ie 
| -o- cc 2 3 oe: lad Cia eae 
eee ee | Bo oe Bi 
i eth a eR 
3-2 ed ae, oer — | 
Z = zs £ z = : zi a e z=e = ! 
4 | . ieee ae Lg 
CHORUS. i © 
N N 
2 = = i as 25 cet as = f o = 
= : : eo z 
mee a ae oe 
we meet? shall we meet? Shall we meet be-yond the  riv-er? 
Se -| a 2 
Self Spey 
Sam eae a an ae 
— ee 
Cone 


sur - ges cease to roll? 


eee, NN Pee ea ie ae ae | 
oo a ee 
SY te 


1 Shall we meet beyond the river, 

Where the surges cease to roll, 

Where, in all the bright forever, 
Sorrow ne’er shall press the soul ? 


Shall we meet beyond the river, 


4 Where the music of the ransomed 
Rolls its harmony around, 
And creation swells the chorus 
With its sweet melodious sound ? 


Where the surges cease to roll? 5 Shall we meet with many loved ones, 


2 Shall we meet in that blest harbour, 
When our stormy voyage is o’er? 
Shall we meet and cast the anchor 
By the fair celestial shore ? 


3 Shall we meet in yonder city, 
Where the towers of crystal shine, 
Where the walls are all of jasper, 
Built by workmanship Divine ; 


Who were torn from our embrace ? 
Shall we listen to their voices, 
And behold them face to face ? 


6 Shall we meet with Christ our Saviour, 
When He comes to claim His own? 
Shall we know His blesséd favour, 
And sit down upon His throne ? 
H. L. HASTINGS, 
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1 I’M a pilgrim and a stranger, 

Rough and thorny is the road, 

Often in the midst of danger, 
But it leads to God. 

Clouds and darkness oft distress me, 
Great and many are my foes, 

Anxious cares and thoughts perplex me, 
But my Father knows. 


2 Oh, how sweet is this assurance, 
’Midst the conflict and the strife ; 
Although sorrows past endurance 
Follow me through life. 

Home in prospect still can cheer me, 
Yes, and give me sweet repose, 
While I feel His presence near me, 
For my Father knows. 

“ 
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3 Yes, He sees and knows me daily, 

Watches over me in love, 

Sends me help when foes assail me, 
Bids me look above. 

Soon my journey will be ended, 
Life is drawing to a close ; 

I shall then be well attended: 
This my Father knows. 


4 I shall then with joy behold Him, 
Face to face my Father see, 
Fall with rapture and adore Hin, 
For His love to me. 
Nothing more shall then distress me, 
In the land of sweet repose ; 
Jesus stands engaged to bless me: 
This my Father knows. 
MRS. MAXWELL, 
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1 WE sing of the realms of the blest, 3 We speak of its service of love, 
That country so bright and so fair, The robes which the glorified wear, 
And oft are its glories confessed ; The Church of the first-born above ; 
But what must it be to be there? But what must it be to be there? 

2 We speak of its freedom from sin, 4 Do Thou, Lord, ’midst pleasure or woe, 
From sorrow, temptation, and care, For heaven our spirits prepare ; 
From trials without and within ; Then soon shall we joyfully know, 
But what must it be to be there? And feel what it is to be there. 


MRS, ELIZABETH MILLS, 
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Paradise.—i2.11. 12.11. 


With Refrain. 
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REFRAIN, 


will you go? 


Willyou go? 


THE LIFE TO COME. 


SS a= See 


say, will you go Pe oe - oe a - bove? 
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1. 


WwW RE bound for the land of the pure and the holy, 
The home of the happy, the kingdom of love; 

Ye wanderers from God, in the broad road of folly, 
Oh say, will you go to the Eden above? 


Will you go? will you go? will you go? 
Oh say, will you go to the Eden above? 


2. 


In that blesséd land neither sighing nor anguish; 
Can breathe in the fields where the glorified rove; 
Ye heart-burdened ones who in misery languish, 
Oh say, will you go to the Eden above? 


3. 


No poverty there; no, the saints are all wealthy, 
The heirs of His glory whose nature is love; 

No sickness can reach them, that country is healthy; 
Oh say, will you go to the Eden above? 


4, 


Each saint has a mansion, prepared and all furnished, 
Ere from this clay house he is summoned to move, 

Its gates and its towers with glory are burnished ; 
Oh say, will you go the Eden above? 


5: 


March on, happy pilgrims, the land is before you, 
And soon its ten thousand delights we shall prove; 
Yes, soon we shall walk o’er the hills of bright glory, 
And drink the pure joys of the Eden above. 
AMERICAN. 
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R. Lowry. 


With Refrain. 
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283 Shall we know ?—s.7. 8.7. D. 


im fie eae [a ii iN 
, i mg/h! 1 

qj 0 “ WY 2. HH a 

ih T7ea_ 2 in Ss ve eg = Es 
zal l “Ra v2 ith att “Sa } Ql 
“oR ° eee (Teas “ailaly 
“anh f “UY aL Ren “bela 

—al lal Hh Bilin Ro —valll itr ute 


E 

te 
= 
= 
2 Sari 
== 

BoA 
=> 
piece 
ate 


a Te — ae! NM 
WA TTR Wh \ “WAL TIL WR 
“ih Ls Rey ra ie eh iy \ realy <b; i 
ab Ae ik teak ae 
nls il ay WV lely Fels oily RN 
ae ean *y TT Aes mii ay 
abi Thien i “Wnt 
Re 
4 int al nr —9/NH 

> fl | 


shall we know each 


lo 
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Oo - ther ? 
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o - ther ? shall we know each o - ther ? 


IE 


WHEN we hear the music ringing, 
In the bright celestial dome, 
When sweet angel voices singing, 
Gladly bid us welcome home 
To the land of ancient story, 
Where the spirit knows no care; 
In that land of light and glory 
Shall we know each other there ? 
Shall we know each other there? 


2. 


Yes, my careworn, soul rejoices, 
And my weary heart grows light ; 
For the thrilling angel voices, 
And the faces now so bright, 
That shall welcome us in heaven, 
Are the loved of long ago; 
And to them ’tis kindly given, 
Thus their mortal friends to know. 


3. 

O ye weary, sad, and tossed ones, 
Droop not, faint not by the way ; 
Ye shall join the loved and lost ones 

In the land of perfect day ; 
Harp-strings, touched by angel fingers, 
Murmur in my raptured ear ; 
Evermore their sweet song lingers, 
We shall know each other there ! 
AMERICAN. 
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284 Whither, Pilgrims ae 8.7. 8.8.7. 
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THE LIFE TO COME. 


1, 


WHITHER, pilgrims, are you going, 

Going each with staff in hand? 
We are going on a journey, 

Going at our King’s command, 
Over hills, and plains, and valleys, 
We are going to His palace, 

Going to the better land. 


2 


Tell us, pilgrims, what yon hope for 
In that far off better land? 

Spotless robes, and crowns of glory, 
From the Saviour’s loving hand ; 

We shall drink of life’s clear river, 

We shall dwell with God for ever, 
In that bright and better land, 


3. 


Fear ye not the way so lonely, 
Ye, a feeble little band? 

No, for friends unseen are near us, 
Angels bright around us stand; 
Christ, our Leader, walks beside us, 
He will guard, and He will guide us 

Going to the better land. 


4, 


Pilgrims, may we travel with you 
To that bright and better land? 
Come and welcome, come and welcome, 
Welcome to our pilgrim band, 
Come, oh, come, and do not leave us; 
Christ is waiting to receive us; 
In that bright and better land. 


AMERIOAN, 
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285 Coelestig,—e.4. 6.4. 6.6.6.4; 


1st Tune. From The Hymnary, by permission. 
ARTHUR SULLIVAN. 


Qnd Tune. PBeulah.—s.4. 6.4. 6.6.6.4. 


Dr. LowELL Mason. 
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THE LIFE TO COME. 


1 I’m but a stranger here, 


Heaven is my home; 
Earth is a desert drear, 

Heaven is my home, 
Danger and sorrow stand 
Round me on every hand; 
Heaven is my fatherland, 

Heaven is my home. 


2 What though the tempests rage? 

Heaven is my home; 

Short is my pilgrimage, 
Heaven is my home; 

And time’s wild wintry blast 

Soon will be overpast; 

I shall reach home at last, 
Heaven is my home. 


8 Therefore I murmur not, 
Heaven is my home; 
Whate’er my earthly lot, 
_ Heaven is my home: 
And I shall surely stand 
There at my Lord’s right hand ; 
Heaven is my fatherland, 
Heaven is my home. 
T. R. TAYLOR, 
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286 Auld lang spne.—D.C.M. With Chorus. 
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1 Haw! sweetest, dearest tie that binds The hope, when days and years 
Our glorious hope to Thine ; are past, 
Hail! sacred hope that tunes our minds We all shall meet in heaven, 
To harmony Divine. : 
It is the hope, the blissful hope, 2 What though the northern wintry blast, 
Which Jesu’s grace hath given, May howl around my cot ? 
The hope, when days and years are past, What though beneath an eastern sun 
We all shall meet in heaven. Be cast our distant lot ? 
Yet shall we share the blissful hope ~ 
We all shall meet in heaven at Which Jesu’s grace hath given, 
last, The hope, when days and years are past, 
We all shall meet in heaven ; We all shall meet in heaven. 
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3 From Burmah’s shores, from Afric’s 
strand, 
From India’s burning plain, 
From Europe, from Columbia’s land, 
We hope to meet again. 
It is the hope, the blissful hope, 
Which Jesu’s grace hath given, 


The hope, when days and years are past, 


We all shall meet in heaven. 


4 No lingering look, no parting sigh, 
Our future meeting knows ; 
There friendship beams from every eye, 
And love immortal grows. 
O sacred hope, O blissful hope, 
Which Jesu’s grace hath given, 
The hope, when days and years are past, 
We all shali meet in heaven. 
A. SUTTON. 


287 Soptullp.—to.10. 10.10. D. 


A. D. MERRILL. 
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Teachers and scholars have passed on before; 

Waiting, they watch us approaching the 
shore, 

Singing to cheer us while passing along, 

“ Joyfully, joyfully, haste to your home.” 

Songs of sweet music there ravish the ear ; 

Harps of the blessed, your strains we shall 
hear 

Filling with harmony heaven’s high dome : 

Joyfully, joyfully, Jesus, we come. 


JOYFULLY, joyfully, onward we move, 

Bound to the land of bright spirits above ; 

Jesus, our Saviour, in mercy says, 
“Come ! 

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to your home.” 

Soon will our pilgrimage end here below, 

Soon to the presence of God we shall go ; 

Then if to Jesus our hearts had been 
given, 

Joyfully, joyfully, rest we in heaven. 


3. 


Death with his arrow may soon lay us low, 
Safe in our Saviour, we fear not the blow ; 
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb, 
Joyfully, joyfully, will we go home! 
Bright will the morn of eternity dawn, 
Death shall be conquered, his sceptre be gone ; 
Over the plains of sweet Canaan we’ll roam, 
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home ! 

z W. HUNTER, 
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288 FJopful.—7.7.6. With Chorus. 


THOMAS BILBY. 


that will be 


that will be joy - ful, When we meet to part no more! 


Seo: aes eee ng vide 


ie 
‘1 Herz we suffer grief and pain, 4 Teachers, too, shall meet above, 
Here we meet to part again ; And our pastors, whom we love, 
In heaven we part no more. Shall meet to part no more. 
Oh that will be joyful, 
When we meét to part 10 more! 5 O how happy we shall be! 
For our Savio h 
2, All who love the Lord below, ao 


When they die to heaven will go, 


And sing with saints above. 
6 There we all shall sing with j JOY; 


83 Holy children will be there, And eternity employ 
Who have sought the Lord by prayer, In praising Christ the Lord. 
From every Sunday-school. 1, BILBY. 
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289 When shall we meet 3 2—6.5. 6.5. 6.6. 6.5. 
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1 WHEN shall we meet again? 2 When shall love freely flow, 
Meet ne’er to sever ? Pure as life’s river? 
When will peace wreathe her chain When shall sweet friendship glow 


Changeless for ever? 
Where joys celestial thrill, 
Where bliss each heart shall fill, 
And fears of parting chill, 
Never—no, never! 


Round us for ever? 
Our hearts will ne’er repose, 
Safe from each blast that blows, 
In this dark vale of woes, 
Never—no, never! 


3 Up to that world of light, 
Take us, dear Saviour! 
May we all there unite, 
Happy for ever; 
Where kindred spirits dwell, 
There may our music swell, 
And time our joys dispel, 
Never—no, never! 
ALARIC A. WATTS AND §, F. SMITH. 
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290 Spenetus.—13.6. 13.6. 18.18. 18.15. With Refrain. 


F, R. HAVERGAL. 
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2 Tell it out among the heathen that the Saviour reigns! 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the nations, bid them burst their chains! 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 


Tell it out among the weeping ones that Jesus lives, 

Tell it out among the weary ones what rest He gives; 

Tell it out among the sinful that He came to save, 

Tell it out among the dying that He triumphed o’er the grave, 
Tell it out, &c. 


8 Tell it out among the heathen Jesus reigns above! 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the nations that His reign is love! 
Tell it out! Tell it out! 
Tell it out among the highways and the lanes at home; 
Let it ring across the mountains and the ocean foam! 
~ Like the sound of many waters let our glad shout be, { 
Till it echo and re-echo from the islands of the sea! 
Tell it out! &. } 
FRANCES R, HAVERGAL, 
257 x 


CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


Southbport.—s.M. 
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1 How blest are they who strive 3 O Lord, we would unite 
Their Lord’s command to keep, Thy glorious work to aid 
Who send abroad the word of life From love to Thee, whose love to us 
To feed His wandering sheep! Is day by day displayed. 
2 How blest the messengers 4 It needs not age or wealth 
That word of life who bear, Thy power to possess ; 
And far away in heathen lands The prayers of children Thou wilt hear, 
The Saviour’s love declare! The work of children bless,, 


5 A life of active love, 
O teach us, Lord, to live, 
That we who freely have received 
May also freely give. 
ANON. 


292 Wiarrington.—..m. 


’ Rey. R. HaRRIson. 


CHRISTIAN MISSIONS, 


1 Great God, to Thee my voice I raise, 
To Thee my youngest hours belong: 
1 would begin my life with praise, 
Till growing years improve the song. 


2 ’Tis to Thy sovereign grace I owe 
That I was born on British ground ; 
Where streams of heavenly mercy flow, 
And words of sweet salvation sound, 


3 I would not change my native land 
For rich Peru witb all her gold: 
A nobler prize lies in my hand 
Than India can herself unfold. 


4 How do I pity those who dwell 
Where ignorance and darkness reign! 
They know no heaven, they fear no hell, 
Those endless joys, that endless pain, 


5 Thy praise shall still employ my breath, 
Since Thou hast marked my way to heaven ; 
Nor will I run the road to death, 


And waste the bl 


essings Thou hast given. 
ISAAC WATTS, 


EHdoration.—6.6. 6.6. 8.8. 


1 ArisE, O Lord, and shine 
In all Thy saving might, 
And presper each design 
To spread Thy glorious light: 
Let healing streams of mercy flow, 
That all the earth Thy truth may know. 


2 O bring the nations near, ; 
That they may sing Thy praise ; 
Let all the people hear 
And learn Thy holy ways: 
Reign, mighty God, assert Thy cause, 
And govern by Thy righteous laws, 


8 Put forth Thy glorious power; 
The nations then shall see, 
And earth present her store, 
In converts born to Thee; 
God, our own God, His Church shall bless 
And earth be filled with righteousness. 


4 To God, the Father, Son, 
And Spirit ever blest, 
Eternal Three in One, 

All worship be addressed : 
Join, all on earth, rejoice and sing, 
All glory give to God our King. 

W. HURN, 
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Salem,—13.13. 8.8.10. 


1 WHEN mothers of Salem their children brought to Jesus, 
The stern disciples drove them back, and bade them depart: 
But Jesus saw them ere they fled, 
And sweetly smiled, and kindly said, 
‘Suffer the children to come unto Me. 


2 ‘*For I will receive them, and fold them to my bosom, 
Pll be a Shepherd to these lambs, O drive them not away; 
For if their hearts to me they give, 
They shall with Me in glory live, 
Suffer the children to come unto Me.” 


3 How kind was our Saviour to bid those children welcome! 
But there are many*thousands who have never heard His name; 
Dear Saviour, hear us when we pray 
That they may hear Thee to them say, 
‘Suffer the children to come unto Me.” 


4 And soon may the heathen, of every tribe and nation, 
Fulfil Thy blesséd word, and cast their idols all away; 
Oh, shine upon them from above, 
And show Thyself a God of love, 
Teach them, dear Saviour, to come unto Thee. 
R W. M. HUTCHINGS. 
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295 Matdstone,—v.7. 7.7. 7.7. 


W. B. GILBERT, Mus. Doce. 


SS or ee 


1 Gop of mercy, God of grace! 2 Let the people praise Thee, Lord, 


Show the brightness of Thy face, Be by all that live adored ; 
Shine upon us, Saviour, shine, Let the nations shout and sing 
Fill Thy Church with light Divine, Glory to their Saviour King, 
And Thy saving health extend At Thy feet their tribute pay, 
Unto earth’s remotest end. And Thy holy will obey. 


3 Let the people praise Thee, Lord, 
Earth shall then her fruits afford, 
God to man His blessing give, 
Man to God devoted live, 
All below, and all above, 
One in joy, and light, and love. 
H. F, LYTE, 
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296 Hsblep.—o.M. With Chorus. 
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1 Satyarion! O the joyful sound! 2 Salvation! Let the echo fly 
What pleasure to our ears! The spacious earth around ; 
A sovereign balm for every wound, While all the armies of the sky 
A cordial for our fears. Conspire to raise the sound. 
Glory, honour, praise, and power 3 Salvation! O Thou bleeding Lamb, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever! To Thee the praise belongs ; 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer: Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 
Hallelujah! praise the Lord. And dwell upon our tongues, 


ISAAC WATTS, 


297 Winchester Tew,—L.. 


BaRTHOLOMEW CRASSELIUS, 1704. 


1 O Sprrit of the living God, ’ 3 Be darkness, at Thy coming, light; 


In all the fulness of Thy grace, Confusion, order in Thy path; [might ; 
Where’er the foot of man hath trod, Souls without strength inspire with 
Descend on our apostate race. Bid mercy triumph over wrath. 
2 Give tongues of fire, and hearts of love 4 O Spirit of the Lord, prepare 
To preach the reconciling word ; All the round earth her God to meet ; 
Give power and unction from above, Breathe Thou abroad like morning air, 
Whene’er the joyful sound is heard. Till hearts of stone begin to beat. 


5 Baptize the nations; far and nigh 
The triumphs of the Cross record ; 
The name of Jesus glorify, 
Till every kindred call Him Lord. 
J. MONTGOMERY. 
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Hodvent.—s.7. 8.7. D. 


BERTHOLD TOURS. 


1 TuHey are coming! They are coming, 

Who have been in darkness long, 

They are coming to the Saviour 
With a glad, triumphant song; 

From the lands beyond the ocean, 
From the islands of the sea, 

From the valleys and the mountains, 
They are coming, Lord, to Thee. 


2 Long they sat beneath the shadow 


And the gloom of dreary night, 
Waiting wearily the dawning 
Of the promised heavenly light; 
But they’ve heard the glorious Gospel 
Of salvation full and free, 
Now they read the ‘‘blesséd Bible,” 
They are coming, Lord, to Thee. 


3 Hasten, Lord, the coming morning 
Of the bright, millennial day ; 
And may we who love the Saviour 
Labour to extend His sway, 

Until every ransomed creature 
On the land and on the sea, 

Shall unite in one grand chorus, 
“We are coming, Lord, to Thee.” 


T, OC. O’KANE, 


CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


Persis,—s.7. 8.7. 


F, R. HAVERGAL, 


1 Gop of heaven, hear our singing, 
Only little ones are we ; 
‘Yet a great petition bringing 
Father, now we come to Thee, 


2 Let Thy kingdom come, we pray Thee, 
Let the world in Thee find rest, 
Let all know Thee and obey Thee, 
Loving, praising, blessing, blessed. 


Let the sweet and joyful story 
Of the Saviour’s wondrous love, 
Wake on earth a song of glory, 
Like the angel’s song above. 


4 Father, send a glorious hour, 
Every heart be Thine alone! 
For the kingdom and the power 
And the glory are Thine own. 
FRANCES R. HAVERGAL, 


epbraim.—7.7. 7.7. 


H. T, Lestiz, Mus. Doe. 


1 Lirtte rain-drops feed the rill, 
Rills to meet the brooklets glide, 
Brooks the broader riyers fill, 
Rivers swell the ocean tide. 


2 So the little gathered here, 
Mites from childhood’s willing hand, 


Go some aching heart to cheer, 
In a dark and distant land. 


8 Wilt Thou, Lord, this offering use, 
And Thy blessing on it pour, 
And Thy glorious word diffuse, 
Hen to earth’s remotest shore? 
MRS. SIGOURNEY, 
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Golbanti.—s.3. 8.8. 8.8.8.3. 


Old Tune. 
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1 I orven think of heathen lands, 
Far away! 
Where many a pagan temple stands, 
Far away! 
And there each helpless child is led 
To bow to idol gods its head, 
Whilst many a muttering charm is said, 
Far away | 


2 O how I pity children there, 
Far away! 
Aithough the clime be passing fair, 
Far away ! 
I would not leave my British home, 
In fields of richest fruit to roam, 
If there no Gospel light should come 
Far away ! 


266 


3 But I will pray that God would send, 


Far away ! 
Glad tidings of my Saviour Friend, 
Far away | 
And every little I can spare, 
Shall help to send the Bible there, 
And men of God the truth to bear, 
Far away! 


4 And when the silver trumpet swells, 
Far away! 
And all the love of Jesus tells, 
Far away! 
Then idols shall, like Dagon, fall, 
And many a child on God shall call, 
And own my Jesus Lord of all, 
Far away! 
ANON, 


CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


302 Hrdwick,—s.5.5.11. 


From Tunes New and Old, by permission. 
H. J. Gauntiert, Mus, Doc. — 


1 Comg, children, and join, 
With ardour divine, 
And help to do good, 
By publishing peace through Jesus’s blood. 


2 The glorious news 
Let each one diffuse, 
The Gospel proclaim, 
And world-wide salvation, in Jesus’s name, 


3 Come, children, and sing 
To Jesus our King 
Hallelujahs of joy, 
Such as angels and glorified spirits employ. 


4 Come, children, and pray, 
Lord, hasten the day 
When the earth shall be filled 
With glory, and Christ in His kingdom revealed ! 


5 Come, children, and give, 
And Christ will receive 
Whatever is given ; 
And your offerings arise, as incense, to heaven, 


6 Come, children, and join, 
With ardour divine, 
With triumph and mirth; 
Proclaim the glad news to the ends of the earth! 
BENJAMIN GOUGH. 
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303 Regent Square.—s.7. 8.7.8.7. 


Henry SMART, 


1 Gop of light, in mercy bending 4 Men created to adore Thee, 
From Thy glorious throne on high, Men designed Thyself to know, 
Hear, while youthful lips are sending Worship other gods before Thee, 
Up to Thee their earnest cry, And their knees to idols bow : 
And in goodness, and in goodness They on idols, they on idols 
Bring Thy heavenly kingdom nigh. Honours due to Thee bestow ! 
2, When of old the new creation 9 They know not the loving Saviour 
In deep night enshrouded lay, Who hath died their souls to save ; 
From Thy holy habitation They are strangers to Thy favour, 
Sounded forth the call of day: [shine !” Going hopeless to the grave. 
‘tet the light shine! let the light See, they perish! see, they perish ! 
And the darkness passed away. We for them Thy mercy crave. 
3 Now behold a darkness resting 6 God of light, Thy beams of glory 
On the nations of the earth, Shed upon them from Thy throne ; 
Deeper, grosser, more oppressing, Let them hear the wondrous story 
Than e’er hung o’er nature’s birth, Of Thy all-redeeming Son ; [Lord ! 
Mental darkness, mental darkness, Be their light, Lord! be their light, 
Sin’s foul offspring, blight, and curse. Let them worship Thee alone. 
E. BOADEN, 
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CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


304 Eberdour.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


Gro. Essex. 


oe 


4 


1 Now be the Gospel banner 2 What though the embattled legions 
In every land unfurled, Of earth and hell combine, 
And be the shout ‘‘ Hosanna” His arm, throughout their regions 
Re-echoed through the world ; Shall soon resplendent shine : 
Till every isle and nation, Ride on, O Lord, victorious, 
Till every tribe and tongue, Immanuel, Prince of Peace, 
Receive the great salvation, Thy triumph shall be glorious 
And join the happy throng. Thine empire still increase, 


3 Yea, Thou shalt reign for ever, 

O Jesus, King of kings ; 
Thy light, Thy love, Thy favour, 

Each ransomed captive sings. 
The isles for Thee are waiting, 

The deserts learn Thy praise ; 
The hills and valleys greeting, 

The song, responsive, raise. 

T. HASTINGS, 
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CHRISTIAN MISSIONS, 


305 


Missionary.—7.6. 7.6. D. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. | 


1 Ham to the Lord’s Anointed, 

Gieat David's greater Son! 

Hail, in the time appointed, 
His reign on earth begun! 

He comes to break oppression, 
To set the captive free, 

To take away transgression, 
And rule in equity. 


2 He shall come down like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth, 

And joy and hope, like flowers, 
Spring in His path to birth; 

Before Him, on the mountains, 
Shall peace, the herald, go, 

And righteousness, in fountains, 
From hill to valley flow. 
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3 Arabia’s desert ranger 
To Him shall bow the knee, 
The Ethiopian stranger 
His glory come to see: 
With offerings of devotion, 
Ships from the isles shall meet 
To pour the wealth of ocean 
In tribute at His feet, 


4 Kings shall fall down before Him, 
And gold and incense bring; 
All nations shall adore Him, 
His praise all people sing: 
For He shall have dominion 
O’er river, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle’s pinion, 
Or dove’s light wing can soar, 


And daily vows ascend, 
A kingdom without end: 


A seed, in weakness sown, 


And shake like Lebanon. 
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5 For Him shall prayer unceasing 
His kingdom still increasing, 
The mountain dew shall nourish, 


Whose fruit shall spread and flourish, 


CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


6 QO’er every foe victorious 
He on His throne shall rest, 
From age to age more glorious, 
All-blessing and all-blest: 
The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remove; 
His name shall stand for ever, 
His great, best name of Love. 
J. MONTGOMERY. 


Miles’ Dane.—c.M. 


Wm. SHRUBSOLE, 1806. 
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1 Aut hail the power of Jesu’s name, 
Let angels prostrate fall; 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


% 2 Crown Him, ye martyrs of our God, 
Who from His altar call; 
Extol the Stem-of-Jesse’s Rod, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


8 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race, 
A remnant weak and small, 
Hail Him who saves you by His grace 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


4 Ye Gentile sinners, ne’er forget 

The wormwood and the gall; 
Go, spread your trophies at His feet, 

And crown Him Lord of all. 


5 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 
To Him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


6 O that with yonder sacred throng 
We at His feet may fall, 
There join the everlasting song, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 


EDWARD PERRONET, 
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CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


Bre ae 6. 66.8.8: 
W. B. BRADBURY. 
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CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


i SHatt hymns of grateful love 
Through heaven’s high arches ring, 
And all the hosts above 
Their songs of triumph sing? 
And shall not we take up the strain, 
And send the echo back again ? 


2 Shall every ransomed tribe 
Of Adam’s scattered race 
To Christ all power ascribe, 
Who saved them by His grace? 
And shall not we take up the strain, 
And send the echo back again? 
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8 Shall they adore the Lord, 
Who bought them with His blood 
And all the love record 
That led them home to God? 
And shall not we take up the strain, 
And send the echo back again? 


> 


4 O spread the joyful sound, 
The Saviour’s love proclaim, 
And publish all around 
Salvation through His name, 
Till the whole world take up the strain, 
And send the echo back again. 
J. J. CUMMINGS, 


DZondon Wew.—c.m. 


1 BeHoLD! The mountain of the Lord, 
In latter days shall rise 
On mountain tops, above the hills, 
And draw the wondering eyes. 


2 To this the joyful nations round, 
All tribes and tongues shall flow ; 
Up to the hill of God,—they’ll say,— 
And to His house we’ll go. 


3 The beam that shines from Zion’s hill 
Shall lighten every land ; 


The King who reigns in Salem’s towers 


Shall all the world command. 


4 No strife shall rage, no hostile feuds 


Disturb those peaceful years; [swords 
To ploughshares men shall beat their 
To pruning-hooks their spears, 


5 No longer hosts encount’ring hosts 


Shall crowds of slain deplore: 
They hang the trumpet in the hall 
And study war no more. 


6 People and realms of every tongue 


Come, worship at His shrine; 
And, walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties shine. 
M. BRUOE. 


CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


309 SJubilee.—s.7.8.7.D. With Chorus. 


CuHorvs. Brisk. 


TENORS AND BASSES in Unison. 
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Em - ma - nu-el, 
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nuel, Hail, Em-ma-nuel, praise to Thee. 
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1 Hark, ten thousand thousand voices 3 Hasten that great consummation, 
Sing the song of jubilee ! That bright Sabbath of mankind 
Earth through all her tribes rejoices, When each distant tribe and nation 
Broke her long captivity. Takes the bliss by God designed. 
Now the theme in rolling thunders Loud the Gospel trump be sounded, 
Through the universe is rung ; Let the joyous echoes roll, 
Now in gentler tones the wonders Till a sea of bliss unbounded 
Of redeeming grace are sung. Spreads o’er earth from pole to pole. 


Hail, Emmanuel, great Deliverer, 


Hail, Emmanuel, praise to Thee. £-With thetahicowal shorn 


2 Lo, the anthem everlasting, We our noblest songs would raise ; 

Joyful sing the heavenly host, Israel’s hope, Redeemer glorious, 

While their crowns of glory casting Lives for ever in our lays. 
At His feet in rapture lost: Speed Thy coming, great Messiah, 

Wider now, and louder pealing, O’er a ransomed world to reign ; 
Swells and soars the enraptured strain; Worthy Thou to reign for ever, 

Now in numbers softly stealing, Heaven and earth repeat the strain. 
Hark, the Conqueror’s praise again. DR, RAFFLES, 


310 Morlaise.—7.6. 7.6. 


J. H. Kyecut, 1793. 


1 AnD shall we dwell together, 3 Yes! all shall dwell together, 
As children dwell at home, Who once were far apart, 
And every one be happy, All who have served the Saviour 
And not a sorrow come ? With hand, and tongue, and heart, 
2 Dark people from the islands 4 Yes! all shall dwell together, 
Far scattered o’er the sea ; ~ As children dwell at home, 
Pale men from icy deserts, And every one be happy: 
Too cold for flower or tree? God’s kingdom shall have come. 


HELEN TAYLOR, 
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CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


3i1 | Olivet,—e.6.4. 6.6.6.4. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. 


1 FaTuER of heaven, bless 8 O’er every hill and plain, 
Missions with great success, Washed by the western main, 
Our helper Thou! Echo the call! 
Soon may the Gospel sound Till gods of wood and stone 
Through all the world around, Shall all be overthrown, 
Till earth’s remotest bound, And Jesus reign alone 
To Thee shall bow. Supreme o’er all! 
2 From Greenland’s frozen land, 4 Let differing nations join, 
To Afric’s burning strand, And all the world combine 
Jesus proclaim! In His applause! 
Till Moslems and Parsees, Oh, let them shout and sing 
Till Hindoos and Chinese, Praise to our Saviour King, 
With islands of the seas, And grateful offerings bring 
Shall sound His name. To aid His cause ! 


5 O Lord of Hosts, advance 
Thy Son’s inheritance ; 
Hasten the time 
When heathen nations shall 
Humbly before Him fall, 
And crown Him Lord of all 
Tn every clime. ANON, 
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| CHRISTIAN MISSIONS. 


Triumpb.—s.7. 8.7.8.7. 


H. J. GAUNTLETT, Mus. Doc, 


1 Hark! the joyous sound is swelling; 
Hark! the song of jubilee, 
Of the Saviour’s triumphs telling, 
Of His conquests yet to be: 
Jubilate! Jubilate! 
Christ shall reign from sea to sea. 


2 Christian missions! they were founded 
Heathen nations to release ; 
Faithful men went forth and sounded 
The glad trump proclaiming peace: 
Jubilate! Jubilate! 
Never shall the tidings cease. 


3 Rich has been the tide of blessing, 
Loud the song of liberty, ; 
Light has pierced the Indian’s dwelling, 
Afric’s sons have been set free : 
Jubilate! Jubilate! 
Saviour, we rejoice in Thee, 


4 See the Gospel banner waving 
Where the Hindu’s temple stood ; 
See the isles of Fiji craving 
For the bread of life as food : 


Jubilate! Jubilate! 
They no longer thirst for blood, 


5 Wider fields are still before us 
Where to sow the precious seed ; [house 
And that seed from heaven’s rich store- 
Will supply the world’s vast need; 
Jubilate! Jubilate! 
Onward let the work proceed. 


6 Bring your offerings, Christians, bring 
them, 
Bring your offerings, rich and poor; 
Bring your sons and daughters, bring 
Let them enter every door: [them, 
Jubilate! Jubilate! 
Spread the tidings more and more. 
THORNLEY SMITH, 
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Times and Seasons. 
THE LORD’S DAY AND WORSHIP. 


313 Wleber.—7.7. 7.7. 


1 WELCOME, sacred day of rest, 3 Gracious Lord, we love this day, 
Sweet repose from worldly care, When we hear Thy holy Word, 
Day above all days the best, When we sing Thy praise, and pray; 
When our souls for heaven prepare 5 Earth can no such joys afford. 
2 Day when our Redeemer rose 4 But a better rest remains, 
Victor o’er the hosts of hell, Heavenly Sabbaths, happier days, 
Vanquisher of all our foes: Rest from sin, and rest from pains, 
Let our lips His glories tell. Endless joys, and endless praise. 
W. BROWN, 


314 St. Saviour.—c.m. 


This is the day our risen Lord 


2 This is the day which God hath blest, 
Type of that everlasting rest 


1 Cong, let us join with one accord 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


3 Then let us in His name sing on, 


In hymns around the throne ; And hasten to that day, 


When our Redeemer shall come down, 


Hath made and called His own, And shadows pass away. 


4 Not one, but all our days below, 


The brightest of the seven, Let us in hymns employ, 


And in our Lord rejoicing go 


The saints enjoy in heaven. To His eternal joy. 


Antwerp.—1.o. ° 


C. WESLEY. 


W. SMALLWOOD. 
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1 Tuus far we’re spared again to meet 


Before Jehovah’s mercy-seat, 


To seek His face, to praise and pray, 


And hail another Sabbath day. 


2 Let every tongue its silence break, 
Let every tongue His goodness speak, 


Who deigns His glory to display 
On each returning Sabbath day. 


8 Through the last week the sins we’ve done 
Forgive, through Jesus Christ Thy Son; 
Let grace prevail, while here we pay 


The tribute of a Sabbath day. 


4 May we enjoy, great King of grace, 


Thy presence in this sacred place, 


And gain new strength upon the way, 


Through blessings of this Sabbath 
279 


day. 
ANON. 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


316 Morning Light.—10.7. 10.7. 7.7.7.5. With Chorus. 
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T'll a- way to the Sabbath school, 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


1 WHEN the morning light drives away the For ’tis always pleasant there. 
night, In the book of holy truth, 
With the sun so bright and full, Full of counsel and reproof, 
And it draws its line near the hour of We behold the guide of youth, 
nine, At the Sabbath school. 
Tll away to the Sabbath school: 
For ’tis there we all agree, 3 May the dews of grace fill the hallowed 
All with happy heart and free, place, 
And I love to early be And the sunshine never fail ; 
At the Sabbath school. While each blooming rose which in 
Pll away, away, I'll away, away, Se SO 
I'll away to the Sabbath school. Shall a sweet perfume exhale. 
When we mingle here no more, 
2 In the class I meet with the friends J But have met on Jordan’s shore, 
At the time of morning prayer, [greet We will talk of moments o’er. 
And our hearts we raise in a hymn of At the Sabbath school. 
praise, ANON, 


H. BEMROSE. 


1 Tuis is the day when Christ arose 3 To-day with pleasure Christians meet 
So early from the dead ; To pray and hear the word ; 
Why should I keep my eyelids closed, And I would go with cheerful feet 
And waste my hours in bed? To learn Thy will, O Lord. 
2 This is the day when Jesus broke 4 Tl leave my sport to read and pray, 
The powers of death and hell; Lord, make me fit for heaven ; 
And shall I still wear Satan’s yoke, Teach me to love this blessed day, 
And love my sins so well? The best of all the seven. 


ISAAC WATTS, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


318 Penediction.—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


S. WEB 
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1 HEAVENLY Father ! we draw near Thee, Thy kind teaching we implore, 
With the voice of joy and praise ; Thus instructed, thus instructed, 
In our childhood taught to fear Thee, May we know and love Thee more, 


Taught the knowledge of Thy ways ; 
May we praise Thee, may we praise 3 Thanks to Thee for every blessing, 
Thee, Most of all for saving grace ; 
Love and serve Thee all our days. O may we, that grace possessing, 
Reach at length the blissful place 


2 When we think how much we owe Thee, Where Thy children, where Thy 
Lord, Thy goodness we adore : children 
Though we but begin to know Thee, Dwell with Thee, and see Thy face. 


JOHN BURTON, JUN. 


319 Dijon.—s.7. 8.7. 


German Evening Hymn. 
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THE LORD'S DAY.’ 


3 For we know the Lord of glory 
Always sees what children do, 
And is writing now the story 
Of our thoughts and actions too. 


1 Lorp, a little band and lowly, 
We are come to sing to Thee: 
Thou art great, and high, and holy ; 
Meek and humble let us be. 


4 Let our sins be all forgiven, 
Make us fear whate’er is wrong: 
Lead us on our way to heaven, 
There to sing a nobler song. 
MRS. M. E, SHELLY. 


2 Fill our hearts with thoughts of Jesus, 
And of heaven, where He is gone ; 
And let nothing ever please us 
He would grieve to look upon. 


320 Claremont.—c.m. 
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8 We come to learn Thy holy word, 
And ask Thy tender care ; 
Before Thy throne, almighty Lord, 
We bend in humble prayer, 


———— 


1 Now condescend, almighty King, 
To bless this happy throng, 
And kindly listen while we sing 
Our grateful morning song. 
2 We come to own the power Divine 4 May we in safety pass this day, 
That watches o’er our days ; From sin and danger free ; 
For this our cheerful voices join And ever walk in that sure way 
In hymns of grateful praise, Which leads to heaven and Thee, 
JANE TAYLOR, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS, 


321 tbail, Sabbath eke —11.11.11.11. With Chorus. 


Hail! Sabbath school, hail! Hail ! 
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Hail! Sabbath school, 


1 How sweet when the morning of Sabbath is come, 
With joy to arise and depart from my home, 
And haste to the school, where instructions are given 
To teach me the way to the kingdom of heaven, 


Hail! Sabbath school, hail! 
Dear teachers, your labour shall not be in vain. 
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THE LORD'S DAY. 


2 Here gladly in songs of thanksgiving and praise, 
My voice unto Jesus, the Saviour, I raise; 
To die on the Cross for poor sinners He came, 
And life and salvation are found in His name. 


3 Now taught from the Scriptures of wisdom and truth, 
I cry unto God, be the Guide of my youth; 
Encouraged to seek Him, assured I shall find, 

For such is the promise, so gracious and kind. 


4 Then shall I not seek, and religion obtain— 
The pearl of great price is unspeakable gain— 
Have God for my Father, and Christ for my Friend, 
The Spirit to guide me, and glory my end? 


5 So when to the Jordan of death I draw near, 
lf Jesus be precious, there’s nothing to fear; 
Yl send for my teacher, whom dearly [ love, 
And tell him I go to a mansion above. 
ANON, 


322 Wienna.—7.7. 7.7. 


J. H. Kyucut, 1793. 
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1 CHILDREN once were heard to sing, 3 Count us not, O Lord, too bold, 
When so many silent were; If we try our song to raise ; 
Glad they welcomed Israel’s King, Children we, like those of old, 
And hosanuas filled the air. Taught, like them, to lisp Thy praise. 
2 David’s Son, and David’s Lord, 4 Jesus, hail! We sing of Thee; 
Heard their praises and approved ; Welcome to Thine house of prayer: 
Be our Saviour’s grace adored, Let our hearts Thy temple be, 
Be our Saviour’s name beloved. Lord, set up Thy kingdom there, 


5 Make us wise Thy name to know, 
Let us feel Thy power and love; 
Ours to serve Thee, Lord, below, 
And to dwell with Thee above. 
THOMAS KELLY, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


323 Moreb.—s.4. 8.4. 8.8. 8.7. 
J, COURTNAY. 
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1 Comg, raise a sweet, a joyful song 8 We'll praise Him for His word Divine, 
Unto the Lord; Most precious book! 
The glorious heaven and earth belong What light and life in every line ! 
Unto the Lord. Most precious book ! 
Yet little children are His care, What love it was in Christ to die! 
Hehears their praise, regards their prayer: How wicked Him to crucify! 
Theu surely we cannot forbear How glorious that He reigns on high! 
Songs to raise unto the Lord. Joyful news! Most precious book! 
2 We'll praise Him for the day of rest, 4 When we have reached the world aboye, 
Bright, blessed day ! Right glad we'll sing! 
Of all the seven we love it best, Sweet hymns to praise the Saviour’s love 
Bright, blesséd day! Right glad we'll sing! 
How p'easantly its hours we spend! We shall not have a sorrow there, 
We read about our Saviour Friend, But live with saints and angels fair, 
And sing of joys that never end ; With harps to tune and crowns to wear: 
Duy of rest! bright, blesséd day! When we're there, right glad we'll sing! 


G, ST, CLAIR, 
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THE LORD'S DAY. 


Trevu.—7.6. 8.6.8.6. 8.6. 


H. A, Sira, 
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1 WE won’t give up the Sabbath, 


The day “which God hath blessed, 


‘That all the weary sons of toil 


Might taste of heavenly rest, 
The day of joy, and praise, and prayer, 


The brightest of the seven, 


2 We won’t give up the Sabbath 
For pleasure or for gain, 
Or waste its consecrated hours: 
In vanities profane ; 
We'll crowd into the house of God 


_To see His wonders there, 
When loosed from every earthly care, We’lltread the courts His saints have trod 
We think of God and heaven. In hope their joy to share, 


3 We won’t give up the Sabbath, 

The day which God hath blessed, 

The type, the promise, and the seal 
Of everlasting rest ; 

Sweet peace it brings to man below 
Sweet rest in Jesu’s love, 

And they who keep it holy now 
Shall rest with Him alj6ve. 

; J. LYTH, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


325 Boston.—L.M. 


Dr. LOWELL MASON. 


1 In God’s own house for me to play, 4 Shall others pray, and I appear 

Where Christians meet to hear and pray, As if I had no God to fear? 
Is to profane His holy place, Or shall I still refuse to praise 
And mock the Almighty to His face. For mercies shown me all my days? 

2 When angels bow before the Lord, 5 My eyes, my ears, my tongue, my heart, 
And devils tremble at His word, Should all fulfil their proper part, 
Shall I a simple child proclaim And every thought agree to join 
My want of reverence for His name? In work and worship so Divine. 

8 The Lord attends me day by day, 6 Jesus, Thy gracious aid afford, 

Knows all I do, or think, or say, Make me attentive to Thy word; 
And when I’m in His house of prayer Nor let me be neglectful found, 
Observes what is my conduct there. While under Thy salvation’s sound. 
MISS SEDGWICK, 
326 Boston.—.M. 
1 WHEN to the house of God we go He marks who humbly join in prayer, 
To hear His word, and sing His love, And who sincerely sing His praise, 
We ought to worship Him below, 4 The triflers, too, His eye can see, 
As saints and angels do above. Who ouly seem to take a part; 
2 They stand before His presence now, They move the lip, and bend the knee, 
And praise Him better far than we, But do not seek Him with the heart. 
Who only at His footstool bow, 5 Oh, may we never trifle so, 
And love Him though we cannot see. Nor lose the days our God has given, 
3 But God is present everywhere, But learn, by Sabbaths here below, 


And watches all our thoughts and ways ; To spend eternity in heaven. 


397 Finold can JANE TAYLOR. 


Dr. 8. ARNOLD. 
ae 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


1 Comg, let us join the hosts above, 3 He loves to be remembered thus, 
Now, in our youngest days, And honoured for His grace ; 
Remember our Creator’s love, Out of the mouths of babes, like us, 
And sing our Father’s praise. His wisdom perfects praise. 
2 His Majesty will not despise 4 Glory to God, and praise, and power, 
! The day of feeble things ; Honour and thanks be given ; 
Grateful the songs of children rise, Children and cherubim adore 
And please the King of kings. The Lord of earth and heaven. © 
C. WESLEY. 


328 St. ie ale 7.7. 


Ww. Rae ee 


1 Lorp, this day Thy children meet 8 Help us unto Thee to pray, 


In Thy courts with willing feet : Hallowing our happy day; 

Unto Thee this day they raise From Thy presence thus to win 

Grateful hearts in hymns of praise. Hearts all pure and free from sin, 
2 Not alone the day of rest 4 All our pleasures here below, 

With Thy worship shall be blest ; Saviour, from Thy mercy flow: 

In our pleasure and our glee, Little children Thou dost love ; 

Lord, we would remember Thee. Draw our hearts to Thee above. 


5 Make, O Lord, our childhood shine 
With all lowly grace like Thine, 
Then through all eternity 
We shall live in heaven with Thee. 
BISHOP W. W. HOW. 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


Bethany.—s.7. 8.7. D. 


HENRY SMART. 


1 SABBATH-SCHOOLS are England’s glory ; 3 Let the sinner seek his pleasure 


Let them spread on every hand ; In the wicked ways of sin ; 
They send forth the Saviour’s story But give me the richer treasure 

To the thousands of our land. Of a Gospel hope within : 
Sunday-scholars should be heedful This will be more satisfying 


Of the blessings they enjoy ; Than the riches of Peru ; 
God will send them more when needful, his will bless me when I’m dying, 


And will all their wants supply. More than they can ever do. 
2 O, we love our Sabbath duty, 4 Then let scholars and let teachers 

*Tis our pleasure and delight ; All unite to serve the Lord ; 

In the school we see such beauty While He sends us faithful preachers, 
As is charming to our sight: Let us hearken to His word. 

Praise and prayer are there delightful, So whenever death shall meet us 
Joining in one happy throng ; (Having served the Lord with fear), 

And to serve the Lord is rightful, Then in heaven our friends will greet us, 
in a loud, triumphant song. To the joys for ever there. 


JOHN HEYWOOD. 
290 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


330 Zwei Stimmen.—s.¢. 6.6. D. 


Thuringian Volksweise. 


_1 How can we serve Thee, Lord, 2 Dear Lord, we know not how, 
How sing aright Thy praise, But Thou Thyself hast said 
To whom angelic hosts That “ out of infants’ lips” 
Their songs of triumphs raise ? Thy praise is perfected ; 
How can our feeble tongues So now accept the gift 
The heavenly anthem swell, Of heart and voice we bring, 
And in Thy Church on earth And teach us, gracious Lord, 
Thy joys and glories tell? To love Thee while we sing. 


3 Teach us to cast ourselves 
In worship at Thy feet, 
And for our holy work, 
O Jesus, make us meet, 
Daily increase, O Lord, 
Our faith, and hope, and love, 
That we at last may join 
The angel choirs above ! 
ANON, 
291 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


331 PBeechcroft.—s6.. 6.6. D. 


T. GERMAN REED. 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


1 JzEsus, we Jove to meet, 
On this Thy holy day ; 
We worship round Thy seat, 
On this Thy holy day. 
Thou tender, heavenly Friend, 
To Thee our prayers ascend, 
O’er our young spirits bend, 
On this Thy holy day, 


2 We dare not trifle now, 

On this Thy holy day; 
Tn silent awe we bow, 

On this Thy holy day, 
Check every wandering thought 
And let us all be taught 
To serve Thee as we ought, 

,, On this ‘Thy holy day. 


3 We listen to Thy word, 


On this Thy 
Bless all that we 
On this Thy 


holy day ; 
have heard, 
holy day. 


Go with us when we part, 
And to each youthful heart 
Thy saving grace impart, 


On this Thy 


holy day. 
MRS. PARSON, 


332 Grabamston.—7.7. 7.7. 


J. M. CABLE. 


1 BLEssED Jesus, ere we part, 3 
Speak Thy blessing to each heart ; 
Blesséd Jesus, Saviour blest, 
Breathe Thy peace through every breast. 


2 When, this night, our eyelids close, 4 


Let us in Thine arms repose: 
Blesséd Jesus, Son of God, 
Wash us in Thy precious blood. 


293 


Blesséd Jesus, Saviour dear, 
Through the darkness be Thou near: 
Blesséd Jesus, light Divine, 

Let Thy presence round us shine. 


By our couch Thy station keep, 

Guard from evil while we sleep ; 

Blessed Jesus, Saviour bright, 

Guide us safe to realms of light. 
HENRY BATEMAN, 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


333 Tallis’ Canon.—L.M. 


T. Tauis, 1529—15865. 
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1 Lorp, how delightful ’tis to see 3 O write upon my memory, Lord, 
A whole assembly worship Thee; The texts and doctrines of Thy word; 
At once they sing, at once they pray, That I may break Thy laws no more, 


They hear of heaven and learn the way. But love Thee better than before. 


2 I have been there, and still would go, 4 With thoughts of Christ and things 


Tis like a little heaven below; Fill up this foolish heart of mine; [Divine 
Not all my pleasure, nor my play, That hoping pardon through His blood, 
Shall tempt me to forget this day, I may lie down and wake with God. 


ISAAC WATTS, 


334 Christ Chapel.—7.7. 7.7. 


By permission of Novello, Ewer and Co. 


C, STeGGALL, Mus. Doe. 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


1 Soon shall set the Sabbath sun, 3 But a music sweeter far, 
Soon the sacred day be done; Breathes where angel spirits are, 
But a sweeter rest remains, Higher far than earthly strains, 
Where the glorious Saviour reigns. Where the rest of God remains, 
2 Pleasant is our Sabbath song, 4 Shall we ever rise to dwell 
Still its joyous notes prolong; Where immortal praises swell ? 
Christ the Lord we love to praise, And can children hope to go 
Wondrous in His works and ways. Where eternal Sabbaths glow? 


5 Yes, that rest our own may be! 
All the good shall Jesus see; 
For the good a rest remains, 
Where the glorious Saviour reigns. 
AMERICAN, 


335 Desire,—7.7. 7.7. : 
M. MILuer, Sen, 
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1 ERzE another Sabbath close, 3 Cold our services have been, 
Ere again we seek repose, Mingled every prayer with sin; 
Lord, our song ascends to Thee; But Thou canst and wilt forgive, 
At Thy feet we bow the knee. By Thy grace alone we live. 
2 For the mercies of the day, 4 While this thorny path we tread, 
’ For this rest upon our way, May Thy love our footsteps lead ; 
Thanks to Thee alone be given, When our journey here is past, 
Lord of earth, and King of heaven. May we rest with Thee at last. 


5 Let these earthly Sabbaths prove 
Foretastes of our joys above ; 
While their steps Thy pilgrims bend 
To the rest which knows no end. 


GERARD T. NOEL, 
295 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


Clarion.—v.7. 7.7. 


.E. F. Rimpavtt, LL.D. 


oe eee ee 


\ wad. ad ed 
eae 2s See 


1 Gop of love, with sweet accord, 
Youthful hearts would praise their Lord ; 
Taught and strengthened by Thy grace, 
We would seek Thy glorious face. 


2 Loud with praise creation rang, 
Loud the stars of morning sang, 
When, by new-born light displayed, 
Worlds were formed, and man was made. 


3 Yet, though earth rose fair and bright, 
From our God’s creative might, 
We believe that Zion’s hill 
Yields a prospect fairer still. 


4 And when washed in Jesu’s blood, 
Man is ‘“‘born again of God,” 
Greater joys in heaven arise, 
Nobler anthems fill the skies. 


5 We to Thee, O Lord, would give 
Adoration while we live: 
Then, with all the hosts above, 
Sing of Christ’s redeeming love. 


T. SCHOFIELD, 
296 


THE LORD'S DAY. 


Ellers.—io.10. 10.10. 


E. J. Hopkins, Mus. Doc. 


1 Saviour, again to Thy dear name we raise 
With one accord our parting hymn of praise: 
We stand to bless Thee ere our worship cease; 
Then, lowly kneeling, wait Thy word of peace. 


2 Grant us Thy peace upon our homeward way, 
With Thee began, with Thee shall end the day; 
Guard Thou the lips from sin, the hearts from shame, 
That in this house have called upon Thy name. 


3 Grant us Thy peace, Lord, through the coming night, 
Turn Thou for us its darkness into light; 
From harm and danger keep Thy children free, 
For dark and light are both alike to Thee. 


4 Grant us Thy peace throughout our earthly life, 
Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife; 
Then, when Thy voice shall bid our conflict cease, 
Call us, O Lord, to Thine eternal peace. 
J. ELLERTON. 
297 L* 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


338 St. Pbilip.—y.c. 7.6. 


1 THE darkness now 1s over, 
And all the world is bright, 
Praise be to Christ, who keepeth 
His children safe at night! 


2 We cannot tell what gladness 
May be our lot to-day, 
What sorrow or temptation 

May meet us on our way: 


3 But this we know most surely, 

That, through all good or ill, 

God’s grace can always help us 
To do His holy will. 


4 Then, Jesus, let the angels, 
Who watched us through the night, 
Be all day long beside us, 
To guide our steps aright ; 


5 And help us to remember, 
In thought, and deed, and word, 
That we are heirs of heaven, 
And children of the Lord. 


6 Then, when the evening cometh, 
We'll kneel again to pray, 
And thank Thee for the blessings 
Bestowed throughout the day. 
ANON. 


339 Wlaltham.—.o. 


From The Hymnary, by permission. 


J. BAPTISTE CALKIN. 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


1 O TIMELY happy, timely wise, 5 Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be, 
Hearts that with rising morn arise, As more of heaven in each we see ; 
Eyes that the beam celestial view, Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Which evermore makes all things new. Will dawn on every cross and care. 

2 New, every morning, is the love, 6 The trivial round, the common task 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; Will furnish all we ought toask ; 


Through sleep and darknesssafelybrought, Room to deny ourselves—a road 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. To bring us daily nearer God. 


3 New mercies, each returning day, 7 Seek we no more,—content with these, 
Hover around us while we pray, Let present rapture, comfort, ease, 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, As heaven shall bid them, come or go,— 
NewthoughtsofGod, newhopesof heaven. The secret, this, of rest below. 

4 If, on our daily course, our mind 8 Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love, 
Be set to hallow all we find, Fit us for perfect rest above, 
New treasures still of countless price And help us this and every day, 
God will provide for sacrifice. To live more nearly as we pray. 


JOHN KEBLE, 


340 Morning bymn.—..M. 


F. H, BARTHELEMON. 


1 Awake, my soul, and with the sun 4 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart, 


Thy daily stage of duty run: And with the angels take thy part, 
Shake off duil sloth, and early rise, Who all night long, unwearied sing 
To pay Thy morning sacrifice. High glory to the eternal King. 

2 Thy precious time misspent redeem, 5 Lord, I my vows to Thee renew ;” 
Hach present day thy last esteem ; Scatter my sins as morning dew! : 
Improve thy talent with due care, Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
For the great day thyself prepare. And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

3 In all thy converse be sincere, 6 Direct, control, suggest, this day, 
Jn conscience as the noonday clear ; All I design, or do, or say ; 


Think how the all-seeing God surveys That all my powers, with all their might, 


Thysecret thoughts, thy words, and ways. In Thy sole glory may unite. ., 
BISHOP KEN. 
299 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


Slfracombe.—c.M. 


Attributed to S. WEBBE. 


1 Farner, I wake Thy love to praise 3 Because He bought-me with His blood, 
Which hath my weakness kept! Into Thy favour take, 
Thy mercy did the angels place And still be merciful and good 
To guard me whilst I slept. To me, for Jesu’s sake. 
2 I laid me down in peace, and rise 4 Throughout this day Thy mercy show, 
Thy goodness to proclaim ; And still Thy child defend, 
Accept my morning sacrifice, Till all my varied life below 
My thanks in Jesu’s name. In heavenly glories end. 
.C. WESLEY. 
342 jlfracombe.—o.m. 
1 Gop of our life, our morning songs 3 Our life renewed, our strength repaired, 
To Thee we cheerful raise ; 


To Thee, O God, are due; 
Thine acts of love ’tis good to sing, Teach us Thy ways, and give us grace 
And pleasant Thee to praise. Our duty to pursue. 


2 Sustained by Thee, our opening eyes 4 From every enemy defend, 
Salute the morning light ; But guard us most from sin: 
Secure we stand, unhurt by all Direct our going out, O Lord, 
The dangers of the night. And bless our coming in. 


5 O may Thy holy fear command 
Each action, thought, and word! 
Then shall we sweetly close the day, 
Approved of Thee, our Lord. 


343 St. Hnn.—o.m. 


Ascribed to Dk. Wa. Crort, 1708, 


C. WESLEY. 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


1 My God, who makes the sun to know 33 So, like the sun, may I fulfil 

His proper hour to rise, The business of the day, 
And to give light to all below, Begin my work betimes, and still 
Doth send him round the skies: March on my heavenly way 


2 When from the chambers of the east 4 Give me, O Lord, Thy early grace, 
His morning race begins, Nor let my soul complain 


He never tires, nor stops to rest, That the young morning of my days 
But round the world he shines, Has all been spent in vain. 


344 Christ Chapel.—z.7.7.7. | 


By permission of Novello, Ewer and Co. 
C. STEGGALL, Mus, Doc. 


1 In the morning hear my voice, 3 When the evening skies display 
Let me in Thy light rejoice ; Richer pomp than noon’s array, 
God, my Sun! my strength renew, Be the thoughts of death to me 
Send Thy blessing down like dew. Hopes of immortality. 

2 Through the labours of the day, 4 When the round of care is run, 
Give me grace to watch and pray,— And the stars succeed the sun, 
Live as always seeing Thee, Songs of praise with prayer unite, 
Knowing ‘‘ Thou, God, seest me.” Crown the day, and hail the night. 


5 Thus, with Thee, my God, my Friend, 
Time begin, continue, end ; 
While its joys and sorrows pass 
Like the flowers of the grass. 
J. MONTGOMERY, 
301 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


345 1st Tune. Ebends,—L.M. 


Sir HERBERT OAKELEY, Mus. Doc, 


Tbursley.—L.M 
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1 Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear, 4 If some poor wandering child of Thine 
It is not night if Thou be near ; Have spurned to- day the voice Divine, 
O may no earth-born cloud arise, Now, Lord, the gracious work begin, 

To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes. Let him no more le down in sin. 

2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep 5 Watch by the sick; enrich the poor 
My wearied eyelids gently steep, With blessings from Thy boundless store ; 
Be my last thought,—how sweet to rest Be every mourner’s sleep to-night, 

For ever on my Saviour’s breast! Like infant’s slumbers, pure and light. 

3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 6 Come near and bless us when we wake, 
For without Thee I cannot live; Ere through the world our way we take, 
Abide with me when night is nigh, Till in the ocean of Thy love 
For without Thee I dare not die. We lose ourselves in heaven above. 

J. KEBLE. 
346 thurslepy,—t.. 

1 My God, how endless is Thy love! Thy sovereign word restores the light, 
hone gifts are every pee Ou And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

dbato uistite Cae denn aoe 3 Lyield my powers to Thy command; 


To Thee I consecrate my days; 
2 Thou spread’st the curtains of the night, Perpetual blessings from Thy hand 
Great Guardian of my sleeping hours; Demand perpetual songs of praise. 
a ISAAO WATTS, 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


347 St. Stephen.—c.m. 


REV, W. JONES. 
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1 AND now another day is gone, 3 I lay my body down to sleep; 
Tl sing my Maker’s praise ; Let angels guard my head, 
My comforts every hour make known And through the hours of darkness, keep 
His providence and grace. Their watch around my bed. 


2 But how my childhood runs to waste! 4 With cheerful heart I close mine eyes, 
My sins, how great their sum! Since Thou wilt not remove ; 
Lord, give me pardon for the past, And, in the morning let me rise 


And strength for days to come. Rejoicing in Thy love. 
ISAAC WATTS, 


348 Christchurch.—s.6. 6.6. 8.8. 


From Hymns of the Church of England with Proper Tunes, by permission. 
C. STEGGALL, Mus. Doc. 


On what has now been sown, 

Thy blessing, Lord, bestow; 
The power is Thine alone 

To make it spring and grow; 
Do Thou the gracious harvest raise, 
And Thou alone shalt have the praise. 

JOHN NEWTON, 
303 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


349 tholly.—L.M. 


GEORGE HEWES, 1835. 


1 Lorp, I have passed another day, 3 Look down in pity and forgive 
And come to thank Thee for Thy care ; Whate’er I’ve said or done amiss, 
Forgive my faults in work and play, And help me every day I live 
And listen to my evening prayer. To serve Thee better than in this. 
2 Thy favour gives me daily bread, 4 Now while I speak, be pleased to take 
And friends who all my wants supply ; A helpless child beneath Thy care ; 
And safely now I rest my head, And condescend for Jesu’s sake, 
Preserved and guarded by Thine eye. To listen to my evening prayer. 
MRS. GILBERT. 
1 Lor, at the closing of the day, 3 1f we this night the world should leave, 
Receive our thanks, and hear us pray; Our souls to heavenly bliss receive ; 


Thanks for the blessings Thou hast given, But may we, if the morn we see, 
And prayer for pardon, grace, and heaven. When we awake, be still with Thee. 


2 Pilgrims on earth and travelling home, 4 By night our Guard, our Guide by day, 


We to our resting place are come: Ne’er may our love to Thee decay, 
Another stage of life is past, And thus we shall not live in vain: 
And O, that stage may be our last. To live is Christ, to die is gain. 


ANON, 
304 , 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


Stalian Chorale.—s.7. 8.7. D. 


2 Though the night be dark and dreary, 
Ere repose our spirits seal ; Darkness cannot hide from Thee: 
Sin and want we come confessing, Thou art He who, never weary, 
Thou canst save, and Thou canst heal. Watchest where Thy people be. 
Should swift death this night o’ertake us, 
And our couch become our tomb, 
May the morn in heaven awake us, 
Clad in light and deathless bloom. 
J. EDMESTON, 


1 Saviour, breathe an evening blessing, 


Though destruction walk around us: 
Though the arrows past us fly, 

Angel guards from Thee surround us: 
We are safe, if Thou art nigh ! 


305 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


352 LEventide.—10.10. 10.10. 


From Hymns Ancient and Modern, by permission. 
W. H. Monk, Mus. Doe. 


zs = =4 


R_ “veil 


1 ABIDE with me, fast falls the eventide, 
The darkness deepens: Lord, with me abide; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee. 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 


2 Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day, 
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away, 
Change and decay in all around I see; 

O Thou who changest not, abide with me. 


3 Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word ; 
But as Thou dwell’st with Thy disciples, Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free, 
Come not to sojourn, but abide with me. 


4 I need Thy presence every passing hour: 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s power? 
Who, like Thyself my guide and stay can be? ' 
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 
5 I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless, 
Ills have no weight and tears. no bitterness, 
Where is Death’s sting? where, Grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still if Thou abide with me. 
6 Reveal Thyself before my closing eyes, 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies; 
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee: 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. ; 
H. F. LYTE, 
306 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


353 Sunset,—11.11. 11.9. 


1 How fine has the day been! How bright was the sun! 
How lovely and joyful the course that he run, 
Though he rose in a mist when his race he begun, 

And there followed some droppings of rain! 


2 But now the fair traveller comes to the west, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are best, 
He paints the sky gay as he sinks to his rest, 

And foretells a bright rising again, 


8 Just such is the Christian: his course he begins 
Like the sun in a mist, while he mourns for his sins, 
And melts into tears; then he breaks out and shines, 
And travels his heavenly way ; 


4 But when he comes nearer to finish his race, 
Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in grace, 
And gives a sure hope at the end of his days, 

Of rising in brighter array. 
ISAAC WATTS, 
307 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


354 Tallis’ Canon.—L.M. 


T. Tauiis, 1529—1585. 


1 Gory to Thee, my God, this night, 4 Teach me to live that I may dread 


For all the blessings of the light: The grave as little as my bed: 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, Teach me to die, that so [ may 
Beneath Thine own almighty wings! Rise glorious at the judgment day. 

2 Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear Son, 5 If in the night I sleepless lie, 

The ills that I this day have done; My soul with heavenly thoughts supply; 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, _—_ Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. No powers of darkness me molest. 

3 O may my soul on Thee repose, 6 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close,— Praise Him, all creatures here below, 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make _— Praise Him above, ye heavenly host, 

To serve my God when I awake. Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


BISHOP KEN. 


355 1st Tune. Lrnstein.—e.5. 6.5. J. F. Swrer. 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 


1 Now the day is over, 4 Comfort every sufferer 


Night is drawing nigh ; Watching late in pain ; 
Shadows of the evening Those who plan some evil, 
Steal across the sky. From their sins restrain. 
2 Jesus, grant the weary 5 Through the long night watches 
Calm and sweet repose ; May Thine angels spread 
With Thy tenderest blessing Their white wings above me, 
May our eyelids close. Standing round my bed. 
3 Grant to little children 6 When the morning wakens, 
Visions bright of Thee: Then may L arise, 
Guard the sailors tossing Pure and fresh and sinless 
On the angry sea. In Thy holy eyes. 


7 Glory to the Father, 
Glory to the Son, 
And to Thee, blest Spirit, 
Whilst all ages run. 
8. BARING-GOULD, 


356 Daleburst.—o.m. 
ARTHUR COTTMAN, 


a te 2. 


1 Aurnor of life, with grateful heart, 3 What sins, or follies, holy God, 


My evening song I'll raise ; I may this day have done, 


But O Thy thousand, thousand gifts -I would confess with grief and pray 

Exceed my highest praise. For pardon through Thy Son. 
2 What shall I render for Thy care, 4 Much of my precious time I’ve lost, 

Which me this day has kept? The foolish waste forgive ; 

A thankful heart’s the least return ; But one day nearer brought to death, 
But this Thou wilt accept. May I begin to live. 

8, PEAROE. 
309 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


Snnocents, —7.7. 7.7. 


Old Litany. 


= —— ——— 
cee oe a 
ioe 


1 For a season called to part, 
Let us now ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 


2 Jesus, hear our humble prayer ; 


Tender Shepherd of Thy Sheep, 


Let Thy mercy and Thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 


3 What we each have now been taught, 
Let our memories retain ; 
May we, if we live, be brought 
Here to meet in peace again. 


4 Then, if Thou instruction bless, 
Songs of praises shall be given; 
We'll our thankfulness express, 
Here on earth, and when in heaven. 
JOHN NEWTON, 


THE NEW YEAR. 


‘bermas,—6.5. (12 lines.) 


F, R. HAVERGAL. 


THE NEW YEAR. 


1 Jzsus, blessed Saviour, 3 Jesus, loving Saviour, 
Help us now to raise Only Thou dost know 
Songs of glad thanksgiving, All that may befall us, 
Songs of holy praise. As we onward go; 
Oh, how kind and gracious So we humbly pray Thee, 
Thou hast always been! Take us by the hand, 
Oh, how many blessings Lead us ever upward 
Every day has seen! To the better Jand. 
Jesus, blesséd Saviour, Jesus, blesséd Saviour, 
Now our praises hear, Keep us ever near, 
For Thy grace and favour Let Thy grace and favour 
Crowning all the year. Shield us all the year, 
2 Jesus, holy Saviour, 4 Jesus, precious Saviour, 
Only Thou canst tell Make us all Thine own, 
How we often stumbled, : Make us Thine for ever, 
How we often fell! Make us Thine alone. 
All our sins (so many !)— Let each day, each moment 
Saviour, Thou dost know; Of this glad New Year, 
In Thy blood most precious, Be for Jesus only, 

Wash us white as snow. Jesus, Saviour dear. 
Jesus, blesséd Saviour, Then, O blessed Saviour, 
Keep us in Thy fear, Never need we fear ; 
Let Thy grace and favour : For Thy grace and favour 

Pardon all the year. Crown our bright New Year. 


FRANCES R. HAVERGAT, 
all 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


359 Wiiltsbire.—c.m. 


Sir GEORGE SMART, 1828. 


1 LorbD, by whose providence once more 4 If grief or poverty assail, 


We greet the opening year, Or lowly be our state, 
Fresh grace and mercy to implore, Let not our faith and patience fail, 
Thy children now draw near. Give trusting hearts to wait. 
2 We know not what this year may bring, 5 When Satan by his subtle power 
Or who its close shall see; Would lure our souls astray, 
O grant us grace, Thou heavenly King, Be Thou our help in danger’s hour, 
To live or die to Thee. Give watchful hearts to pray. 
3 If ’tis Thy will that joy and peace 6 So through Thy grace the opening year 
Should crown our happy days, Shall rich in blessings be, 
Let love and gratitude increase, And bring us, day by day, more near 
Give thankful hearts to praise. To glory and to Thee. 
ANON. 


360 Wewington.—z.7. 7.7. 


BisHOP MacLaGAaN. 


SPRING. 


1 For Thy mercy and Thy grace, In the pathless wilderness 
Constant through another year, Be our true and living Way. 
Hear our song of thankfulness, e 
Father, and Redeemer, hear! 5 Who of us death’s awful road 
In the coming year shall tread? 


2 Lo! our sins on Thee we cast, With Thy rod and staff, O God, ~ 
Thee, our perfect Sacrifice, Comfort Thou his dying bed. 
And forgetting all the past, 


Press towards our glorious prize. 6 Keep us faithful, keep us pure, 


. Keep us evermore Thine own 

3 Dark the future; let Thy light Help, O help us to endure, - 
Guide us, bright and morning Star: Fit us for the promised crown. 
Fierce our foes, and hard the fight, 


Arm us, Saviour, for the war. 7 So within Thy palace gate 


We shall praise on golden strings, 
4 In our weakness and distress, Thee, the only Potentate, 


Rock of strength, be Thou our stay; Lord of lords, and King of kings! 
H. DOWNTON. 


SPRING. 
361 thoughton.—s.5. 5.5. D. 


H. J. GAUNTLETT, Mus. Doc. 


T O sine to the Lord, 8 And every fold 
Whose bountiful hand Shall teem with its sheep ; 
Again doth accord , With harvests of gold 
His gifts to the land. The fields shall be deep; 
His clouds have shed down The vales shall rejoice 
Their plenteousness here ; With laughter and song, 
His goodness shall crown And man’s grateful voice 
The hopes of the year. The music prolong. 
2 In clefts of the hills 4 So, too, may He pour, 
The founts He hath burst, The Last and the First, 
And poureth their rills His graces in store 
Through valleys athirst ; On spirits athirst ; 
The river of God Till when the great day 
The pastures hath blest, Of harvest hath come, 
The dry, withered sod He takes us away 


To garner at home. 


In greenness is dressed. 
R, F. LITTLEDALE, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


362 Shalford.—7.6. 7.6. D. With Chorus. 
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1. WE plough the fields and scatter 

The good seed on the land, 

But it is fed and watered 
By God’s almighty hand; 

He sends the snow in winter, 
The warmth to swell the grain, 

The breezes, and the sunshine, 
And soft, refreshing rain. 


All good gifts around us 
Are sent from heaven above; 


Then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord, 


For all His love! 


2 He only is the Maker 
Of all things near and far; 


SPRING. 


He paints the wayside flower, 
He lights the evening star: 
The winds and waves obey Him, 
By Him the birds are fed; 
Much more to us His children 
He gives our daily bread. 


3 We thank Thee, then, O Father, 
For all things bright and good, 
The seed-time and the harvest, 
Our life, our health, our food ; 
Accept the gifts we offer 
For all Thy love imparts, 
And what Thou most desirest, 
Our humble thankful hearts. 
CLAUDIUS, trs. by JANE M. CAMPBELL. 


S05. Glenstal.—c.m. 


M. M. Barron, 


1 THE voices of the spring, O Lord, 
Are wakened by Thy breath ; 
The winter’s cold is past and gone, 
Life triumphs over death. 


4 The odours of the flowers arise 


Like incense to Thy throne; 


Thy goodness makes Thy creatures glad, 


Thy light for them is sown, 


2 Thy life, through nature throbbing, stirs 5 Thrice holy Lord of earth and sky, 


The pulses of the earth ; 


The meadows laugh beneath Thy smile, 


Thou givest beauty birth. 


How beautiful art Thou! 


What grace must on 'Thy servants rest, 


Who in Thy presence bow! 


8 The birds, those feathered minstrels,learn 6 O, let Thy love fill all my soul; 


Their music, Lord, from Thee ; 


Put in my heart Thy peace ; 


Allnature’s chords, touched by Thy hand, My footsteps guide to Thy loved home, 


Resound with melody. 


Where praises never cease. 
ALFRED JONES, 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


364 Worton.—s.m. 


H. A. CALLow. 


1 Sweet is the time of spring, 
When nature’s charms appear ; 
The birds: with ceaseless pleasure sing, 

And hail the opening year. 


2 But sweeter far the spring 
Of wisdom and of grace, 
When children bless and praise their King, 
Who loves their youthful race. 


8 Sweet is the dawn of day, 
When light just streaks the sky, 
When shades and darkness pass away, 
And morning beams are nigh. 


4 But sweeter far the dawn 
Of piety in youth, 
When shades and darkness are withdrawn 
Before the light of truth. 


5 Sweet is the opening flower, 

Which just begins to bloom, 

Which every day and every hour 
Fresh beauties will assume, 


6 But sweeter that young heart, 
When faith and love and peace 

Blossom and bloom in every part 

With sweet and varied grace. 


7 Oh! may life’s early spring, 
And morning, ere they flee, 
Youth’s flower, and its fair blossoming 
Be given, my God, to Thee. 
Ww. F. LLOYD, 
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SUMMER. 
365 Gildas.—s.M. 


Attributed to PETER ABELARD, A.D. 1120. Muttet ad Virginem. 


1 GREAT Giver of all good, 
To Thee our thanks we yield, 
For all the beauties of the wood, 
Of hill, and dale, and field. 


2 Ten thousand various flowers 
To Thee sweet offerings bear, 
And joyous birds in woodland bowers 
Sing forth Thy tender care. 


38 The fields on every side, 
The trees on every hill, 
The glorious sun, the rolling tide 
Proclaim Thy wonders still. 


4 But trees, and fields, and skies 
Still praise a God unknown, 
For gratitude and love can rise 
From loving hearts alone. 


5 These living hearts of ours 
Thy holy name would bless; 
The blossoms of a thousand flowers 
Would please the Saviour less. 


6 While earth itself decays, 
Our souls can never die; 
O, tune them all to sing Thy praise 
In better songs on high. 
ASA FITZ. 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


Summer $ung.—e.5. 6.5. D. 


1 SumMER suns are glowing 

Over land and sea, 

Happy light is flowing 
Bountiful and free. 

Everything rejoices 
In the mellow rays; 

All earth’s thousand voices 
Swell the psalm of praise. 


2 God’s free mercy streameth 

Over all the world, 

And His banner gleameth 
Everywhere unfurled. 

Broad and deep and glorious 
As the heaven above, 

Shines in might victorious 
His eternal love. 
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3 Lord, upon our blindness 

Thy pure radiance pour ; 

For Thy loving kindness 
Make us love Thee more. 

And when clouds are drifting 
Dark across our sky, 

Then the veil uplifting, 
Father, be Thou nigh. 


4 We will never doubt Thee 

Though Thou veil Thy light: 
Life is dark without Thee; 

Death with Thee is bright. 
Light of hght! shine o’er us 

On our pilgrim way: 
Go Thou still before us 

To the endless day. 

BISHOP W. W. HOW. 


AUTUMN (HARVEST). 


367 bampstead.—7.6. 7.6. 8.8. 


Rev. T. TURNER. 


1 ALL praise to Thee, O Father, 
From whom all blessings flow ; 
Thou art the bounteous Giver 
Of all our gifts below; 
To Thee our harvest hymn we raise, 
Accept our sacrifice of praise. 


2 The sunshine and the shower, 
Each gentle drop of rain, 
Through winter and the spring time, 
Have nourished the grain; 
To-day we praise Thy power and love 
That gave the increase from above. 


8 Though we may change and falter, 
Thy mercy’s still the same: 
And every generation 
Shall bless Thy holy name, 
For harvest joys and harvest home, 
With all their blessings as they come, 


8 Grant, as the corn is gathered 
Into the garner’s store, 
We may at last be sheltered 
Where sin can come no more: 
A better harvest hymn we’ll raise, 


When at Thy feet Thy name we praise. 
T. TURNER, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


368 Ruth.—6.5.6.5.D. With Chorus. 


SAMUEL SMITH. 
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AUTUMN (HARVEST). 


1 Earru below is teeming, 
Heaven is bright above, 
Every brow is beaming 
In the light of love, 
Every eye rejoices, 
Every thought is praise, 
Happy hearts and voices 
Gladden nights and days, 


O almighty Giver ! 
Bountiful and free, 

As the joy in harvest, 
Joy we before Thee, 


2 Every youth and maiden, 

On the harvest plain, 

Round the wagons laden 
With their golden grain, 

Swell the happy chorus, 
On the evening air, 

Unto Him who o’er us 
Bends with constant care ; 


3 For the sun and showers, 

For the rain and dew, 

For the nurturing hours 
Spring and summer knew, 

For the golden autumn, 
And its precious stores, 

For the love that brought them 
Teeming to our doors. 


4 Earth’s broad harvest whitens 

In a brighter sun ; 

Thou the Orb that lightens 
All we tread upon, 

Send out labourers, Father ! 
Where fields ripening wave 3 

All the nations gather, 
Gather in and save. 


O almighty Giver ! 
Bountiful and free, 
Then as joy in harvest. 
We shall joy in Thee. 
J. S. B. MONSELL. 


St. Alpbege.—z7.. 7.6. 


H. J. GAUNTLETT, Mus. Doc. 


1 THE year is swiftly waning, 
The summer days are past, 
And life, brief life, is speeding ; 
The end is nearing fast. 


2 The ever-changing seasons 

In silence come and go ; 

But Thou, Eternal Father, 
No time or change canst know. 


3 Oh! pour Thy grace upon us, 
Thet we may worthier be, 
Each year that passes o’er us, 

To dwell in heaven with Thee. 
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4 Behold, the bending orchards 
With bounteous fruit are crowned ! 
Lord, in our hearts more richly 
Let heavenly fruit abound. 


5 Oh! by each mercy sent us, 
And by each grief and pain, 
By blessings like the sunshine, 
And sorrows like the rain ; 


6 Our baren hearts make fruitful 
With every goodly grace, 
That we Thy name may hallow, 
And see at last Thy face. 
BISHOP W. W. HOW, 


M 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 


370 Marvest.—s.6. 6.5.9. 


JOHN ADCOCK. 
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1 Tue fields are all white, 
And the reapers are few; 
We children are willing, 
But what can we do 
To work for our Lord in His harvest? 


2 Our hands are so small, 
And our words are so weak, 
We cannot teach others; 
How then shall we seek 
To work for our Lord in His harvest? 


8 We'll work by our prayers, 
By the pennies we bring, 
By small self-denials ; 
The least littie thing 
May work for our Lord in His harvest. 


4 Until, by-and-by, 
As the years pass at length 
We too may be reapers, 
And go forth in strength 
To work for our Lord in His harvest. 
ANON. ; 
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WINTER, 
371 Clarence.—7.7. 7.7. 


ARTHUR SULLIVAN, 


1 Winter reigneth o’er the land, 4 Life is waning, life is brief’; 
Freezing with its icy breath: Death, like winter, standeth nigh ; 
Dead and bare the tall trees stand, Each one, like the falling leaf, , 
All is chill and drear as death. Soon shall fade, and fall and die. 
2 Yet it seemeth but a day 5 But the sleeping earth shall wake, 
Since the summer flowers were here. And the flowers shall burst in bloom, 
Since they stacked the balmy hay, And all nature rising break 
Since they reaped the golden ear. Glorious from its wintry tomb. 
3 Sunny days are past and gone: 6 So the saints from slumber blest, 
So the years go speeding fast, Rising, shall awake and sing, 
Onward ever, each new one And our flesh in hope shall rest, 
Swifter speeding than the last. Till there breaks the endless spring 


BISHOP W. W. HOW, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


FLOWER SERVICES. 
372 Clare Market.—11.10. 11.10. 


Mary PALMER. 
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1 Here, Lord, we offer Thee all that is fairest, 
Bloom from the garden, and flowers from the field, 
Gifts for the stricken ones, knowing Thou carest 
More for the love than the wealth that we yield. 


2 Send, Lord, by these to the sick and the dying, 
Speak to their hearts with a message of peace, 


Comfort the sad, who in weakness are lying, 
Grant the departing a gentle release. | 


324 


FLOWER SERVICES. 


3 Raise, Lord, to health again those who have sickened, 
Fair be their lives as the roses in bloom; 
Give of Thy grace to the souls Thou hast quickened, 
Gladness for sorrow, and brightness for gloom. 


4 We, Lord, like flowers, must bloom, and must wither; 
We, like these blossoms, must fade, and must die; 
Gather us, Lord, to Thy bosom for ever, 
Grant us a place in Thy house in the sky. 


373 ‘horslep—o.m. 


WILLIAM Horsuey, Mus. Doc. 


fee ee =) 


1 O TxHovu whose bounty fills the earth, 
Accept the gifts we bring; 
For all their beauty, all their worth, 
From Thy perfection spring. 


2 These flowers that on our borders blow, 
Each in its time and place, 
Shine out like smiles that come and go 
On some beloved face; 


8 They make us happy, for they tell 
Of love unseen, but sure; 
Let others then, be glad as well, 
The suffering and the poor! 


4 To beds of anguish and of death 
| We send our store of flowers, 
| To whisper with their fragrant breath 
| Their Father’s love, and ours. 


5 Take, Lord, our gifts; but take us too, 
Thy human flowers, to prove 
| By lives unselfish, kind, and true, 
| That Thou, our God, art love. 
J, ELLERTON, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


ANNIVERSARIES. 
Mi3pab.—s.7. 8.7. 6.6.6.5. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 
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1 Faruer, from Thy throne of glory, 3 Wilt Thou, O almighty Father, 
Listen to our praise and prayer : Bless our meeting here to-day, 
Thou hast spared us in Thy mercy Ere the night’s dark shades shall gather, 
Here to meet another year. And our praises die away? 
Crown, crown it, God of love, Come, Lord, and bless us now, 
With blessings from above: Thy grace and mercy show; 
Fill our hearts, fill our hearts, Evermore, evermore, 
With Thy fear and love. May Thy blessings flow. 
2 Blessings more than we can number 4 May we all, when life is over, 
Hitherto have marked our way ; Teachers, children, meet above, 
And Thine eye, that knows no slumber, Joining in that song for ever, 
Hath watched o’er us every day. Of our risen Saviour’s love. 
Praise, praise unto Thy name, Then shall we sweetly sing, 
Praise, praise we loud proclaim ; Praise to our Saviour King; 
Heaven shall ring, heaven shall ring Heaven shall ring, heaven shall ring 
With the loud acclaim. With the strain we sing. 


8S. L, MOORE, 
826 


ANNIVERSARIES. 


Wewington.—7.7. 7.7. 


BisHOP MacLaGan, 
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1 WHILE, with ceaseless course, the sun 
Hasted through the former year, 
Many souls their race have run, 
Never more to meet us here. 


2 Fixed in their eternal state, 
They have done with all below; 
We a little longer wait, 
But how little—none can know. 


3 As the wingéd arrow flies, 
Speedily the mark to find; 
As the lightning from the skies 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind; 


4 Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life’s rapid stream: 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise, 
All below is but a dream. 


5 Thanks for mercies past receive, 
Pardon of our sins renew; 
Teach us henceforth how to live 
With eternity in view. 


6 Bless Thy word to young and old, 
Fill us with a Saviour’s love: 

And, when life’s short tale is told, 

May we dwell with Thee above. 


JOHN NEWTON, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


Commemoration.—vz.6. 7.6. D. 


MATTHEW COOKE. 
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1 Come, Christian youths and maidens, 2 Come, sing with us the praises 


Come, brothers, old and young, Of God’s preserving care, 

Uplift your hearts and voices, Who safe from harm has kept us 
Be praise on every tongue. Throughout another year, 

In God’s own house we gather, And crowned our lives with mercies 
Our yearly feast to hold ; Unnumbered as the sand, 

Come, join our joyful anthem, Which day by day have reached us 
Ye brothers, young and old. From His all-gracious hand. 
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ANNIVERSARIES. 


3 Come, sing with us the praises 4 Come, praise Him for glad tidings, 

Of God’s redeeming love, Heard in this hallowed place, 

That song which never ceases Glad tidings of salvation, 
Around the throne above, By free and sovereign grace; 

The voice of many angels: For gifts of Holy Scripture, 
“Worthy the Lamb of God, Known from our childhood’s days ; 

For He was slain to save us For call from Heaven to serve Him 
By His most precious blood.” In wisdom’s happy ways, 


5 Come, praise Him for the promise 
Of strength in weakness given ; 
For means of grace provided ; 
For blesséd hope of heaven, 
O Christian youths and maidens! 
O brothers, old and young! 
Uplift your hearts and voices, 
And let His praise be sung. 
T. A, STOWELL. 


377 Winchester Mew.—u.m. 


BAaRTHOLOMEW CRASSELIUS, 1704. 
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1 From year to year in love we meet, 4 This sole occasion, then, is ours, 
From year to year in peace we part ; This day we ne’er again shall see ; 
The tongues of children uttering sweet Lord God, awaken ull our powers, 
The bosom-joy of every heart. To spend it for eternity. 
2 But time rolls on; and year by year, 5 Our times, our lives, are in Thy hand; 
We change, grow up, or pass away ; On Thee for all things we rely, 
Not twice the same assembly here Assured, while in Thy grace we stand, 
Have hailed the children’s festal day. To live is Christ, and gain to die. 
3 Death, ere another year, may strike 6 Meanwhile our failing ranks renew, 
Some in our number, marked to fall; Send children, teachers in our place 
Be young and old prepared alike ; More humble, docile, faithful, true, 
The warning is to each, to all, More like Thy Son,—from race to race, 


J. MONTGOMERY, 
329 m* 


TIMES AND SEASONS. 
378 Greeting.—c.M. With Chorus. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 
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CHORUS. 
We come, . . .we come, 
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We come, we come, we come, 


We come ies song a- gain... 


1 ANOTHER year has passed away, We'll sing the promises of heaven, 
Time swiftly speeds along ; With voices loud and clear. 
We come again to praise and pray, 
And sing our festive song. 4 We'll sing of many happy hours 
We come with song to greet you, We’ve passed in Sabbath-school, 
We come with song again. Where truth, like summer’s genial 


; Exerts its gracious rule. showers. 
2 We eome the Saviour’s name to praise, : . [ . 


To sing the wondrous love 
Of Him who guards us all our days, 
And leads to heaven above. 


5 Our youthful hearts we'll gladly raise, 
Our voices sweetly sing 
A joyous song of grateful praise 
8 We'll sing of mercies daily given, To heayen’s eterna] King. 
Through every passirg year ; sn AMERICAN, 


ANNIVERSARIES. 


379 St. George’s, Wiindsor.—z.7. 7.7. D. 
Sir G. J. Etvey, Mus. Doe. 
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1 Hatt the children’s festal day! Loved to have them by His side, 
Glad we sing our opening lay ; And to save them, even died, 
Glad we see each other’s face Jesus, Saviour, near us be, 

In this happy meeting-place ; While the children sing to Thee, 
But one Friend we ask to stay 4 We are young, and little know 
In the midst of us i Of the way we have to go, 
Aaa 5 toed ae ne Th We are dark and need His light, 
While the children sing to Thee, For we cannot tell the right ; 

2 Gladsome ones are in His sight, Christ, the Children’s Friend, is strong, 
Happy spirits, faces bright! He will save us from all wrong. 
Light the hearts that gather here, Jesus, Saviour, near us be, 

Where the friends we love appear ; While the children sing to Thee. 
But a cloud is o’er the day 5 When our lives on earth shall end, 
pene ene May we to His home ascend. 
Sere ae ; ? May we gather at His feet. 
While the children sing to Thee. ey Ranthareveach other meet, 
3 We have learnt to love that name ; May we sing the glad new song 


For the children Jesus came, Sung by all the heavenly throng. 
Blessed the merry little bands, Jesus, Saviour, near us be, 


Touched them with His gentle hands, | While the children sing to Thee. 
: MARIANNE FARNINGHAM, 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 


380 Olivet.—s6.6.4. 6.6.6.4. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. 


1 Gop bless our Sunday-school, 
Increase our Sunday-school, 
God bless our school: 
On it in mercy shine, 
May every child be Thine, 
And love all hearts entwine, 
God bless our school. 


2 Our teachers likewise bless, 
And give them large success 
In winning souls: 
May they encouraged be, 
And oft around them see 
Their labours crowned by Thee. 
God bless our school, 


8 So may our school increase 
In knowledge, love, and peace, 
God bless our school : 
And while death’s arrows fly, 
And honoured teachers die, 
Their places still supply. 
God bless our school. 
A. MIDLANE. 
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ANNIVERSARIES, 


381 Jazer.—o.M. 


A. E. Tozer, Mus. Bac., F.C.O. 


1 REMARK, my soul, the narrow bounds, 3 Yet like an idle tale we pass 


Of the revolving year! (rounds! The swift advancing year ; 
How swift the weeks complete their And study artful ways to increase 
How short the months appear! The speed of its career. 
2 So fast eternity comes on, 4 Waken, O God, my trifling heart, 
And that important day, Its great concern to see; 
When all that mortal life has done That I may act the Christian part, 
God’s judgment shall survey. And give the year to Thee. 


5 So shall their course more grateful roll, 
If future years arise; 
Or this shall bear my happy soul 
To joy that never dies, 
P. DODDRIDGE, 


382 FJazer.—c.M. 


1 OncE more, O Lord, a youthful band, 3 And though we’re hasting to the tomb, 


On this rejoicing day, While days and years are given, 
Around Thy throne of grace we stand, We learn amidst our youthful bloom 
Our debt of love to pay. Z The way that leads to heaven. 


2 While some, who once our numbers 4 Lord, help our youthful feet to tread 
Are mingled with the dead, [swelled, Jn that delightful way, 
Still by Thy goodness, Lord, upheld, That we by Thy good counsel led, 
The path of life we tread. May never go astray, 


5 And when we reach the land of rest, 
To which we here aspire, 
We'll join our praises with the blest 
In heaven’s harmonious choir. 
ANON. 
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Special Occasions. 
SUNDAY-SCHOOL JUBILEE, 


383 Feclamation.—L.M. With Chorus. 


W. F. SHERWIN. 
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SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 


1 WE sing our song of jubilee, 2 We praise Him for the year now past, 
Our voices rising loud and free; And at His feet our cares we cast ; 
And with the notes of sweet accord And oh, may He who guides our way 
We praise our ever-blesséd Lord. Forbid our youthful steps to stray ! 


Singing together, singing together, 3 Our Sabbath-school, oh, may He bless, 
Teachers and scholars gladly unite; And guard its lambs with tenderness ; 
Singing together, singing together, And lead us gently when we die 
Love fills our hearts, and our facesare To our Good Shepherd’s fold on high 


bright. THOMAS CAMERON, 


ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OF A SCHOOL. 
384 tbursleyp.—.. 
ace Melody. 


aan ers ack 


In Jas Jy ae 


ine 


1 ‘‘STRENGTHEN thy stakes, extend thy 4 Here may the young hosannas sing 


cords, To David’s Son and Lord alone; 
Stretch forth the curtains of thy tent!” And children thus their witness bring 
Such were the sacred prophet’s words, To Him—the precious Corner-stone ; 


The prophet by Jehovah sent. 
5 And here, by pious teachers won 


2 Encouraged by the high command, To love the ‘‘house where prayer is 
And trusting in the promised grace, Be led to fix their hopes upon _[made,” 
Thy people, Lord, assembled stand, That sure Foundation Thou hast laid. 


To found a building to Thy praise. 
6 Thus bless Thy cause, eternal King, 


_3 Nerve every hand, enlarge each heart, Throughout all time, in every place ; 


Assist the work we now design ; Till with this anthem heaven shall ring, 
Thy blessing to the whole impart, Grace to the Head-stone — glorious 
The honour and the glory Thine! grace! ANON, 
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SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 
ON OPENING A NEW SCHOOL-ROOM. 
385 Melcombe.—L.M. 


1 A CHILDREN’S temple here we build, 4 And is He not to-day the same 
And consecrate it, Lord, to Thee : As yesterday ? and visits there, 
In hope that with Thy presence filled Where two or three, in His great name, 
These humble walls may ever be. Are met for worship, praise, and prayer? 
2 When Christ, Thy holy Child, was born, 5 Yes, and where simple souls are taught 
He had not where to lay His head ; To do His heavenly Father’s will, 
Though King of kings, He did not scorn _ Or infants to His arms are brought, 
A stable-roof and manger-bed. He welcomes them and blesses still. 

3 Ile who the throne of glory shares, [love, 6 Come, Holy Ghost, while we draw nigh; 
Came down, that we, through sovereign Such life and power to all afford, 
Might be God’s children and God’s heirs, That each may ‘‘Abba, Father !” ery, 

Joint heirs with Him in bliss above ! And young and old call Jesus Lord. 


J. MONTGOMERY, 


386 ‘Realimg.—s.s. 8.8. (Anapestic.) 
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SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 


1 WITH grateful delight we survey 
The work of this building complete ; 
We bless Thee, dear Saviour, this day, 
We thus are permitted to meet. 


2 But what will this structure avail, 
Unless Thy kind presence is here ? 
Our work will eternally fail, 
No fruit unto God will appear. 


3 But sweet are Thy promises, Lord 
On these let us ever depend ! 
Thou sayest where Thy name we record, 
Thy presence and grace shall attend. 


4 Then thankful for all that is past, 
With cheerful delight may we move ; 
Whilst, gracious Redeemer, we ask 
For brighter displays of Thy love. 


AMERICAN, 


et 6.6. 8.8. 


nats: — 


1 Comg, let our voices join, 
Our gracious God to praise ; 
For favours so Divine, 
Our grateful notes we'll raise : 
To God alone the praise belongs, 
His love demands our noblest songs, 


2 Within this sacred house, 
Our youthful feet are brought, 
Where prayer and praise abound, 
And heavenly truths are taught : 
To God alone our praise we’ll bring, 
And in the Church His glories sing. 


8 For favours such as these, 
Our grateful thanks receive ; 
Lord, here accept our hearts, 
They’re all that we can give: 
O God, accept our early songs, 
To ‘Thee alone the praise belongs. 


4 Lord, let this glorious work 


Be crowned with great success ; 
May thousands yet unborn 

This institution bless ! 
Then shall Thy praise be sounded high, 


Throughout a vast eternity. 
W. BUDDEN. 


SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 
ON FHE DEATH OF A SCHOLAR. 


388 Tichtield,—7.7. 7.7. D. 


From Crown of Jesus Music. 
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2 SAFELY, safely gathered in For our loss we must not weep, 
No more sorrow, no more sin, Nor our loved one long to keep 
No more childish griefs or fears, From the home of rest and peace, 
No more sadness, no more tears ; Where all sin and sorrow cease. 
For the life so young and fair 
Now hath passed from earthly care, 3 Safely, safely gathered in, 

God Himself the soul will keep, No more sorrow, no more sin; 
Giving His belovéd sleep. God has saved from weary strife, 
In its dawn, this young fresh life 

2 Safely, safely gathered in, Which awaits us now above, 

F'ree from sorrow, free from sin, Resting in the Saviour’s love; 
Passed beyond all grief and pain, Jesus, grant that we may meet 
Death, for thee, is truest gain ; There adoring at Thy feet. 


HENRIETTA 0, DOBREE. | 
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SPECIAL 


OCCASIONS. 


Dismissal.—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


W. L. VINER. 
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1 WHERE we oft have met in gladness 
On the holy Sabbath-day, 
Now we gather in our sadness, 
Mourning over one away ; 
Tears are falling, tears are falling 
On this holy Sabbath-day. 


2 One we loved has left our number, 
In the grave the body laid, 
There to rest in dreamless slumber 
Till the trump that wakes the dead, 
When the angel, when the angel 
From their slumber wakes the dead. 


aaa a sengaiee rl 
a en he a_i 


3 But while we in sadness gather, 
Mourning thus for one away, 
Lo! the angels say: ‘‘ Another 
Joins our holy song to-day!” 
Weep no longer, weep no longer, 
Join with them the sacred lay. 


4 Let our grief then turn to gladness, 
As we praise Thy saving love, 
Which, o’er every shade of sadness, 
Sheds the light of joys above ; 

Grief dispelling, grief dispelling 
By the light of joys above. 
ANON, 
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SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 


390 Meinbold.—7.8. 7.8. 7.7. 


1 GENTLE Shepherd, Thou kast stilled 2 In this world of care and pain, 


Now Thy little lamb’s brief weeping ; Lord, Thou wouldst no longer leave it ; 
Oh, how peaceful, pale, and mild, To Thy meadows bright and fair, 
In its narrow bed ’tis sleeping ; Lovingly Thou dost receive it: 
And no sigh of anguish sore Clothed in robes of spotless white, 
Heaves that little bosom more. Now it dwells with Thee in light. 


3 Ah, Lord Jesus, grant that we 
There may live where it is living, 
And the blissful pastures see 
That its heavenly food are giving: 
Lost awhile our treasured love, 
Gained for ever, safe above. 
W. MEINHOLD. TZ'rans. by CATHERINE WINKWORTH. 


391 ; Rockingbam.—1.o. 


i EpwarD MILLER, Mus. Doc., 1787. 
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SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 


1 
' 
Cae ~)  ie e  ee 
© os ma Ss (2 @ @ » 
SS ee aes 
1 A MouRNING class, a vacant seat 3 That welcome face, that sparkling eye, 
Tell us that one we loved to meet And sprightly torm, must buried he, 
Will join our youthful throng no more, Deep in the cold and silent gloom, 
Till all these changing scenes are o’er. The rayless night that fills the tomb. 
2 No more that voice we loved to hear 4 And we live on, but none can say 
Shall fill the teacher’s listening ear: How near or distant is the day, 
No more its tones shall join to swell When death’s unwelcome hand shall come 
The songs that of a Saviour tell. To lay us in our narrow home, 


5 God tells us, by this mournful death, 
How vain and fleeting is our breath, 
And bids our souls prepare to meet 
The trial of His judgment-seat. 

AMERICAN, 


392 ‘thorsley.—o.m. 


WILLIAM eens Mus. Doce. 
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1 DearH has been here, and borne away 3 We cannot tell who next may fall 


A scholar from our side: Beneath Thy chastening rod ; 
Just in the morning of his day, One must be first, but let us all 
As young as we—he died. Prepare to meet our God. 
2 Perhaps our time may be as short, 4 All needful strength is Thine to give; 
Our days may tly as fast ; To Thee our souls apply 
O Lord, impress the solemn thought For grace, to teach us how to live, 
That this may be our last. And make us fit to die. 


ANN GILBERT, 
341 


SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 
ON THE ILLNESS OF A TEACHER, 
393 el 
Dr. SCHEFFLER. 


Mines ae eae! 


1 Lorp, let our prayers to Thee ascend, 2 He feels the iA of Thy hand, 
Our humble supplications rise, Yet kindly take away his pain, 
While now our teacher and our friend That we once more may share his love, 
Upon the bed of suffering lies. And hear his well-known voice again, 


3 Restore him, Lord, and let us show 
That we can yet obedient be, 
And spend a few more hours below, 
In love to him and love to Thee. 
ANON, 


ON THE DEATH OF A TEACHER. 
394 Martyrdom.—o.M. 
HucGuH WILSON. 
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TEACHERS. 


1 Waatthoughthe arm of conquering death 38 The eternal Shepherd still survives, 


Does God’s own house invade ; His teaching to impart: 
What though our teacher and our friend Be Thou our Leader and our Guide, 
Is numbered with the dead ; And rule, and keep our heart. 
.2 Though earthly shepherds turn to dust, 4*Yes, while our dear Redeemer reigns, 
The aged and the young; We have a boundless store, 
The watchful eye in darkness closed, And shall be fed with what He gives, 
And dumb the instructive tongue ; Who lives for evermore. 


P. DODDRIDGE, 


Ceachers. 
395 DLewishbam.—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


By permission of Novello, Ewer and Co. 


J. TILLEARD. 


1 BuEss&D Saviour, Thou hast told us, 8 Lord, we bring our charge before Thee, 


In the midst of two or three, Little ones of Thine own fold; 
Thou art present to behold us, Teach them, Saviour, to adore Thee, 
If we humbly call on Thee ; As those children did of old, 
Blessed promise, blesséd promise, . Who sang praises, high hosannas, 
May we Thy salvation see ! When the hearts of men were cold ! 
2 O instruct us, gracious Master, 4 Haste the time when all the islands 
While Thy tender lambs we guide : In the bosom of the sea, 
May we lead them to green pasture, And the lowlands, plains, and highlands, 
By the living waters’ side, Shall resound with praise to Thee, 
Where the fountain of salvation And the children of all nations 
Pours its soul-refreshing tide, Shall their God and Saviour see. 
ANON, 
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TEACHERS, 


Egton.—7.6. 7.5. D. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason. 


1 Work, for the night is coming ! 

Work through the morning hours, 

Work while the dew is sparkling, 
Work ’mid springing flowers ; 

Work when the day grows brighter, 
Work in the glowing sun ; 

Work for the night is coming, 
When man’s work is done, 


2 Work, for the night is coming ! 
Work, through the sunny noon, 
Fill brightest hours with labour, 
Rest comes sure and soon. 


Give every flying minute 
Something to keep in store ; 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more, 


3 Work, for the night is coming, 

Under the sunset skies ; 

While their bright tints are glowing, 
Work, for daylight flies. 

Work, till the last beam fadeth, 
Fadeth, to shine no more; 

Work, while the night is darkening, 
When man’s work is o’er. 

S. DYER, 


TEACHERS. 


397 Christiana.—D.c.M. 


Norwegian Air. 
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1 Our fathers were high-minded men, Nor should their deeds be e’er forgot 
Who firmly kept the faith, For noble men were they, 
To freedom and to conscience true, Who struggled hard for sacred rights, 
In danger and in death ; And bravely won the day. 
Great names had they, but greater souls, ; 
True heroes of their age, 3 As faithful as our fathers were, 
Who, like a rock in stormy seas, May we their children be, : 
Defied opposing rage. And in our hearts their spirit live, 
That gained our liberty: 
2 For all they suffered, little cared God help us all to do and dare 
Those earnest men and wise ; Whatever can be done, 
Their zeal for Christ, their love of truth Till for the good old cause of truth, 
Made them the shame despise ; The victory shall be won. 
H. M. GUNN. 
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TEACHERS. 


398 Hldersgate.—s.M. 


Rev. G. P. Merrick, Mus. Bac. 


1 Sow in the morn thy seed, 4 Thou know’st not which may thrive, 
At eve hold not thine hand ; The late or early sown; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed, Grace keeps the precious germs alive, 
Broad-cast it o’er the land. When and wherever strewn. 
2 Beside all waters sow, eo And duly shall appear, 

The highway furrows stock ; In verdure, beauty, strength, 
Drop it where thorns and thistles grow, The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
Scatter it on the rock. And the full corn at length. 

3 The good, the fruitful ground 6 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Expect not here nor there, Cold, heat, and moist, and dry 
O’er hill and dale, by plots ’tis found: Shall foster and mature the grain 
Go forth, then, everywhere. For garners in the sky. 


7 Thence, when the glorious end, 
The day of God is come, 
The angel-reapers shall descend, 
And heaven cry ‘‘ Harvest home.” 
J, MONTGOMERY. 


399 Spdenbam.—L.M. 
H. Percy es 
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TEACH ERS. 


1 May we who teach the rising race, 8 May we in love to them abound, 

Be filled, O Lord, with every grace; And zealous in the work be found ; 
And may Thy Spirit from above And many seals may we obtain, 
Descend and bless our work of love. To prove our labour not in vain. 

2 Thy grace to those we teach impart, 4 When at Thine awful bar we stand, 
O Lord, renew each youthful heart; O welcome them to Thy right hand, 
Help them from every sin to flee, To join with us the heavenly lays, 
And dedicate their lives to Thee. And sing our great Redeemer’s praise. 

ANON, 


Caswell Bayp.—m. 
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1 Lorp, speak to me, that I may speak 4 O teach me, Lord, that I may teach 


In living echoes of Thy tone; The precious things Thou dost impart ; 
As Thou hast sought, so let me seek And wing my words, that they may reach 
Thy erring children, lost and lone. The hidden depths of many a heart. 
2 O lead me, Lord, that I may lead 5 O give Thine own sweet rest to me, 
The wandering and the wavering feet ; That I may speak with soothing power 
O feed me, Lord, that I may feed A word in season, as from Thee, 
Thy hungering ones with manna sweet. To weary ones, in needful hour. 


3 O strengthen me, that while I stand 6 O fill me with Thy fulness, Lord, 


Firm on the Rock and strong in Thee, Until my very heart o’erflow 
I may stretch out a loving hand In kindling thought and glowing word, 
To wrestlers with the troubled sea. Thy love to teli, Thy praise to show. 


7 Ouse me, Lord, use even me, 
Just as Thou wilt, and when, and where, 
Until Thy blesséd face I see, 
Thy rest, Thy joy, Thy glory share. 
FRANCES R, HAVERGAL, 
347 


TEACHERS. 


401 Claremont.—c.M. 


J. FOSTER. 


1 LorD, give me light to do Thy work; 
For only, Lord, from Thee 
Can come the light by which these eyes 
The work of truth can see, 


2 The way is narrow, often dark, 
With lights and shadows strewn ; 
I wander oft, and think it Thine, 
When walking in my own. 


8 Yet pleasant is the work for Thee, 
And pleasant is the way; 
But, Lord, the world is dark, and I sah a 
Am prone to go astray. 


4 O send me light to do Thy work, 
More light, more wisdom give; 
Then shall I work Thy work indeed, 
While on Thine earth I live. 


5 The work is Thine, not mine, O Lord, 
It is Thy race we run; 
Give light, and then shall all I do 
Be well and truly done. 
H. BONAR. 
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TEACHERS. 


402 Hurelia.—v.6. 7.6. D. 


8. 8. WEsLEy, Mus. Doc, 
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1 So early in the morning, 3 Thou didst not leave me idle, 
My Master! called by Thee, To waste my life ‘away, 
And sent into Thy vineyard But Thou didst call me early 
A labourer to be; Just at my dawn of day; 
Ah! woe were I complaining - T never knew the moment 
Of burden or of heat, In which I might not claim 
'’o work for Thee, my Saviour, The comfort of Thy kindness, 
Is in itself so sweet. The honour of Thy name. 
2 If I from early morning, 4 And when the evening closes, 
For Thee, my God, have toiled, And Thou dost summon me 
Have hurt my hands with labour, Home, to receive the wages 
My brow with heat have soiled ; Of all my toil for Thee, 
Was not Thy care my shelter? To me will nought be owing; 
Was not Thy love my rest? Thou didst, from day to day, 
Was not my pillow nightly, For my poor work so largely 
Sweet Saviour, on Thy breast? With tender mercies pay. 


5 Ll ask no wage for service, 
Lest death the wages prove ; 
Whatever, Lord, Thou givest, 
Give for Thine own dear love. 
The love that called me early, 
The love that all along 
Bore with me, by my wages, 
As it is now my song. 
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J. S, B. MONSELL. 


TEACHERS. 


Whoolwich.—s.m. 


C, E. Kerryz. 
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1 MAKE use of me, my God, 
Let me not be forgot, 


Let not Thy child be cast aside, 
One whom Thou needest not. 


2 Thou usest all Thy works, 
The weakest things that be; 


Each has a service of its own, 


For all things wait on Thee. 


8 Thou usest the high stars, 
The tiny drops of dew, 


The giant peak, and little hill: 


My God, oh use me too. 


4 Thou usest tree and flower, 

The rivers, vast and small, 
The eagle great, the little bird 
That sings upon the wall. 


5 Thou usest the wide sea, , 
The little hidden lake, 
The pine upon the alpine cliff, 
The lily in the brake ; 
6 The huge rock in the vale, 
The sand-grain by the sea, 
The thunder of the rolling cloud, 
The murmur of the bee. 


7 All things do serve Thee here, 
All creatures great and small ; 
Make use of me, of me, my God, 
The weakest of them all. 
H. BONAR. 


While the days are going by. 


8.7.8.7.4.4. 7.1. With Chorus. 
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TEACHERS. 


0, While the days are go-ing 
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1 THERE are lonely hearts to cherish, Let your face be like the morning 
While the days are going by; While the days are going by. 
There are weary souls who perish, Oh, the world is full of sighs, 
While the days are going by; Full of sad and weeping eyes; 
If a smile we can renew, Help the fallen one to rise, 
As our journey we pursue, While the days are going by! 
Oh, the good we all may do, 

While the days are going by: 3 All the loving links that bind us, 
Going by! . . Going by!. . While the days are going by, 
Going by! . . Going by!.. One by one, we leave behind us, 
Oh, the good we all may do, While the days are going by! 
While the days are going by! But the seeds of good we sow, 

Both in shade and shine will grow, 
3 There’s no time for idle scorning, And will keep our hearts aglow, 
While the days are going by ; While the days are going by! 
AMERICAN, 


B51 


INFANTS. 


Wbitburn.—L.M. 


H. Baker, Mus. Bac. 
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1 O LorD, with thankful hearts we meet, 2 ’Tis fic O Lord, alone to bless 
Once more before Thy mercy-seat, Our feeble efforts with success ; 
To offer Thee our humble prayer And while we teach, O grant that we 
For all the children of our care. May every one be taught of Thee. 


3 Oft as we speak of Jesu’s love, 
Send down Thy blessing from above; 
That all who thus Thy day employ, 
And sow in tears, may reap in joy. 
ANON, 


Snfants. 
406 Jnnocents.—7.7. 7.7. 
Old Litany. 
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INFANTS, 


1 Every little step I take 2 Little sighs and little prayers, 
Forward in my heavenly way, Even little tears which fall, 
Every little effort make Little hopes and fears and cares ; 
To grow Christ-like day by day; Saviour, Thou dost know them all. 


3 Thus my greatest joy is this, 
That my Saviour, loving, mild, 
Knows the children’s weaknesses, 
And Himself was once a child. 
MAJOR’S BOOK OF PRAISE, 


407 Durbam.—s.m. 


1 A little child may know 4 The summer breezes blow 
Our Father’s name of love; The woods and groves among, 
"Tis written in the earth below, The streamlets through the valley flow 
And on the sky above, In melody along ; 
2 Around me when I look, 5 And every living thing 
His handiwork I see; Rejoicing in the light, 
This world is like a picture book The little birds that sweetly sing, 
To teach His name to me. The moon that shines by night; 
3 The thousand little flowers 6 And every star above, 
Within our garden bound, Set in the deep blue sky ; 
The rainbow and the soft spring showers, All tell me that our God is love, 
~ And every pleasant sound ; All tell me He is nigh. 


JANE E, LEESON, 
853 N 


INFANTS. 


408 St. Margaret’s.—c.M. 


ALFRED H. MILEs. By permission. 


1 A LITTLE ship was on the sea, 4 “Master, we perish !—Master, save!” 
It was a pretty sight; They cried—their Master heard ; 
It sailed along so pleasantly, He rose, rebuked the wind and wave, 
And all was calm and bright. And stilled them with a word. 
2 When lo! a storm began to rise, 5 He to the storm says, ‘‘ Peace—be still!” 
The wind grew loud and strong; The raging billows cease; 
It blew the clouds across the skies, The mighty winds obey His will, 
It blew the waves along. : And all are hushed to peace. 
3 And all but One was sore afraid 6 Oh! well we know it was the Lord, 
Of sinking in the deep; Our Saviour and our Friend, 
His head was on a pillow laid, Whose care of those who trust His word 
And He was fast asleep. Will never, never end. 


DOROTHY A, THRUPP, 


409 Glory.—cC.M. With Chorus. 
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INFANTS. 


1 ArounD the throne of God in heaven 


Thousands of children stand, 


Children, whose sins are all forgiven. 


A holy, happy band, 
Singing glory, glory, glory. 


2 In flowing robes of spotless white 
See every one arrayed, 
Dwelling in everlasting light, 
And joys that never fade, 


3 Once they were little ones like you, 
And lived on earth below, 


And could not praise as now they do 


The Lord who loved them so. 


410 


4 What brought them to that world above, 
That heaven so bright and fair, 
Where all is peace, and joy, and love? 
How came those children there ? 


5 Because the Saviour shed His blood, 
To wash away their sin; 
Bathed in that pure and precious flood, 
Behold them pure and clean. 


6 On earth they sought the Saviour’s grace, 
On earth they loved His name; 
So now they see His blesséd face, 
And stand before the Lamb, 
MRS. SHEPHERD. 


bis little one.—s.s.6. 8.8:6. 


W. F. SHERWIN. 


1 AND is it true, as I am told, 
That there are lambs within the fold 
Of God’s belovéd Son? 
That Jesus Christ, with tender care, 
Will in His arms most gently bear 
The helpless little one? 


2 And I, a little straying lamb, 
May come to Jesus as I am, 
Though goodness I have none, 
May now be folded on His breast, 
' As birds within the parent nest, 
And be His little one. 


3 Others there are who love me too; 
But who, with all their love, could do 
What Jesus Christ has done? 
Then if He teaches me to pray, 
T'll surely go to Him and say, 
“Lord, keep Thy little one,” 


4 Then by this gracious Shepherd fed, 

And by His merey gently led 

Where living waters run ; 
My greatest pleasure will be this, 
That I’m a little lamb of His, 

Who loves the little one. 

AMELIA M. HULL, 
355 


INFANTS, 


411 Serusalem.—7.7.7.7. With Chorus. 
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hark ! while in-fant voi-ces sing 


INFANTS. 


We are taught the way to heaven : 


1 CHILDREN of Jerusalem 
Praise for all to God be given. 


Sang the praise of Jesu’s name¢ 

Children, too, of modern days, 

Join to sing the Saviour’s praise. 3 Parents, teachers, old and young, 
Hark! while infant voices sing All unite to swell the song ; 


Loud hosannas to our King. Higher and yet higher rise, 
Till hosannas reach the skies. 


2 We are taught to love the Lord, JOHN HENLEY. 
We are taught to read His word, 


412 St, Godric.—e.6. 6.6. 8.8. 


Rey. J. B. Dykes, Mus. Doc. 


2 First, then, I would implore 
The Lord to change their heart ; 
Then, from my little store 
I freely will impart, 
That some kind teacher may be given 
To point out Christ, the way to heaven, 


1 Can I, a little child, 
Do anything for those 
Who are by sin defiled, 
To lighten their sad woes ? 
{ cannot see a reason why 
I should not, if I really try. 


8 How would such joyful news 
Their inmost souls delight ! 
And who would then refuse 
To give their feeble mite, 
That every heathen child may know 
What blessings Jesus can bestow. 
ROBERT MOFFAT, 


857 


INFANTS. 


413 Shadows.—7.7. 7.7. With Chorus. 


W. H. Monk. 


Guard methroughthe dark - ness sleep - ing, Bless me when ‘I wake. 


1 Farner, while the shadows fall 2 ’Twas Thy hand that all the day 
With the twilight over all, Scattered joys along my way, 
Deign to hear my evening prayer, Crowned my life with blessings sweet, 
Make a little child Thy care. Kept from snares my careless feet. 


Take me in Thy holy keeping 3 Like Thy patient love to me, 
Till the morning break ; [sleeping, May my love to others be ; 

Guard me through the darkness All the wrongs my hands have done 
Bless me when I wake, Pardon, Lord, through Christ Thy Son. 


MRS, EMILY H, MILLER, 
858 


INFANTS. 


414 theswell.—z.6. 7.5.7.7. 7.6. 


; A. Youna, 
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1 I WouLD be Thy little lamb, Softly in my heart I know, 
Saviour dear, Saviour dear : ’Tis Thy voice that murmurs low, 
Wilt Thou take me as I am ? ““Come, I'll wash thee white as snow, 
- Hast Thou room for me ? Child, I died for thee.” 
Wilt Thou lead me all the day 
In the straight and narrow way ? 3 Didst Thou lay thy glory by, 
Shall I never, never stray, Saviour mine, Saviour mine ? 
Blesséd One, from Thee ? Didst Thou suffer, bleed, and die, 
For a child like me 
2 When I breathe my simple prayer, Gladly I will come to-day, 
Thou art near, very near ; From Thy love [ cannot stay ; 
When I ask Thy tender care, All along the heavenly way 
Thou wilt look on me ; I will follow Thee. 


FANNY J, CROSBY, 
359 


INFANTS, 


415 1st Tune. Child’s Destre,—pregular Metre. 


Greek Melody. 


INFANTS, 


I THINK when I read that sweet story of old, 
When Jesus was here among men, 

How He called little children as lambs to His fold— 
I should like to have been with them then. 

I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, 
That His arm had been thrown around me, 

And that I might have seen His kind look when He said, 
‘Let the little ones come unto Me.” 


2. 

Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go, 
And ask for a share of His love; 

And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 
I shall see Him and hear Him above, 

In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven ; 

And many dear children are gathering there, 
“For of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 


8. 
But thousands and thousands who wander and fall 
Never heard of that heavenly home: 
I should like them to know there is room for them all, 
And that Jesus has bid them to come. 
I long for that blesséd and glorious time, 
The fairest, and brightest, and best. 
When the dear little children of every clime 
Shall crowd to His arms and be blessed. 
MRS, LUKE, 


361 n* 


INFANTS. 


415 Qnd Tune. Sf, Cecilia.—trregular Metre. 
H. J. Poowz, M.A. 
fs 


_ Voices in Unison. h ie 


aoe 


INFANTS. 


I THINK when I read that sweet story of old, 
When Jesus was here among men, 

How He called little children as lambs to His fold— 
I should like to have been with them then, 

I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, 
That His arm had been thrown around me, 

And that I might have seen His kind look when He said, 
‘Let the little ones come unto Me,” 


2. 


Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go, 
And ask for a share of His love; 

And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 
I shall see Him and hear Him above, 

In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven ; 

And many dear children are gathering there, 
“For of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 


3. 
But thousands and thousands who wander and fall 
Never heard of that heavenly home: 
I should like them to know there is room for them all, 
And that Jesus has bid-them to come. 
I long for that blesséd and glorious time, 
The fairest, and brightest, and best, 
When the dear little children of every clime 
Shall crowd to His arms and be blessed. 
MRS, LUKE, 
363 


INFANTS. 


416 St, Oswald,—s.7. 8.7. 


Rev. J. B. DyKEs, Mus. Doc. 


1 Gop Almighty heareth ever 3 Let us, then, in Him confiding, 
When His little children pray: Tell Him all we think and feel, 
He is faint and weary never, Never one dark secret. hiding, 
And He turneth none away. Seeking nothing to conceal. 
2 More than we deserve He sends us, 4 Through His Son, our precious Saviour, 
More than we can ask, bestows ; God will pardon all our sin, 
Every moment He befriends us, Will forgive our past behaviour, 
And supports us in our woes, ; Open heaven and take us in. 


ELIZ, STAFFORD, 


417 ‘bart’$.—7.7.7.7. 


B. MInGRovE. _ 


INFANTS. 


1 GENTLE Jesus, meek and mild, 3 Put Thy hands upon my head, 
Look upon a little child; Let me in Thine arms be stayed, 
Pity my simplicity, Let me lean upon Thy breast, 
Suffer me to come to Thee. Lull me there, O Lord, to rest. 

2 Fain I would to Thee be brought, 4 Fain I would be as Thou art, 
Gracious God, forbid it not; Give me Thy obedient heart : 
Give me, O my God, a place Thou art pitiful and kind, 

In the kingdom of Thy grace. Let me have Thy loving mind. 


5 Let me above all fulfil 
God my heavenly Father’s will, 
Never His good Spirit grieve, 
Only to His glory live. 
C. WESLEY. 


418 Glenstal,—c.m. 


M. M. Barton. 


- 1 Gop make my life a little light 3 God make my life a little song 
Within the world to glow; - That comforteth the sad, 
A little flame that burneth bright, That helpeth others to be strong, 
Wherever I may go. And makes the singer glad. 
2 God make my life a little flower, 4 God make my life a little staff, 
That giveth joy to all, Whereon the weak may rest, 
Content to bloom in native bower, That so what health and strength I have 
Although the place be small. May serve my neighbours best, 


5 God make my life a little hymn 
Of tenderness and praise, 
Of faith, that never waxeth dim, 
In all His wondrous ways. 
M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 


865 


INFANTS. 


419 - Ariel.—z.5. 7.5. 


1 CoME to Jesus, little one, 3 Seek His face without delay, 
Come to Jesus now : Give Him now ycur heart, 
Humbly at His gracious throne Tarry not, but while you may, 
In submission bow. Choose the better part. 
2 At His feet confess your sin, 4 Come to Jesus, little one, 
Seek forgiveness there ; Come to Jesus now ; 
For His blood can make you clean— Humbly at His gracious throne 
He will hear your prayer. In submission bow. 
E, TURNEY, 


420 Belmont.—o.m. 


Arranged from Mozart by 8, WEBBE. 
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INFANTS. 


1 Gop is so good, that He will hear 
Whenever children pray ; 
He always lends a gracious ear 
To what a child can say. 


2 A broken heart He’ll not despise, 
For ’tis His chief delight ; 
This is a humble sacrifice, 
Well pleasing in His sight. 


3 Though treasures brought before His 
Would no acceptance find, [throne 
He kindly condescends to own 
A meek and lowly mind, 


4 This is an offering we may bring, 
However mean our store ; 
The poorest child, the greatest king, 
Can give Him nothing more. 
JANE TAYLOR. 


421 Svpburst.—o.M. 


1 Gop made the sun to shine by day, 
The moon to shine by night, 
And all the stars that sparkle so, 

_ So very, very bright. 


2, God made the world in which I live, 
The sea and all the land ; 
And everything that lives and moves 
Js nourished by His hand. 


4 God gives me food, and clothes, and 
And health, and all I need; [friends, 
I cannot tell how good He is. 
He’s very kind indeea. 


5 God bends His ear to what I say, 
He hears an infant’s praise ; 
Oh! may He teach my heart to love 
And serve Him all my days ! 


3 God made the flowers that bud and blow 6 God lives on high, in some bright world, 


About my little feet ; 
He made them look so very fine, 
And smell so very sweet. 


Above the clear blue sky 5 
Oh! may I go to that bright world 
And praise Him when I die! 
ANON, 


867 


INFANTS. 


422 ‘Rosy Dight.—7.7.4.7.7.4. With Chorus. 
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868 


INFANTS, 


1 LITTLE beam of rosy light, Little streamlet in the dell, 
Who has made you shine so bright? Who has made you, can you tell? 
*Tis our Father! "Tis our Father ! 
Little bird with golden wing, 
Who has taught you how to sing? 3 Little child, with face so bright, 
‘Tis our Father! Who has made your heart so light? 
*Tis our Father, God above; Tis our Father! 
He has made us, He is love! Who has taught you how to sing 
2 Little blossom, sweet and rare, ie ne pata peers! 
Tis our Father ! 


Who has made you bloom so fair? 
’Tis our Father! 


FANNY J. CROSBY. 


423 Derby.—e.s. 6.5. 


Dr. Firitz’s Collection. 


1 Lrrrve drops of water, 4 Little deeds of kindness, 
Little grains of sand, Little words of love 
Make the mighty ocean, Make our earth an Eden 
And the beauteous land. Like the heaven above. 

2 And the little moments, 5 Little seeds of mercy, 
Humble though they be, Sown by youthful hands, 
Make the mighty ages Grow to bless the nations 
Of eternity. In far heathen lands. 
3 So our little errors 6 Little ones in glory 
Lead the soul away, Swell the angel’s song ; 
Fyom the paths of virtue Make us meet, dear Saviour, 
Oft in sin to stray, For their holy throng. 


E, ©, BREWER, 
369 


INFANTS. 


424 Sweet hosannas.—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


WILLIAM BEST. 


o-san - nas, sweet ho-san- nas To the name of Je - sus sing, 
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Sweet ho-san - nas, sweet ho-san - nas To the name of Je - sus sing. 
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1 Litre children, praise the Saviour, 38 When the anxious mothers round Him 
He regards you from above ; With their tender infants pressed, 
Praise Him for His great salvation, He with open arms received them, 
‘Praise Him for His precious love ; And the little ones were blessed. 
Sweet hosannas, sweet hosaunas Sweet hosannas, sweet hosaanas 
To the name of Jesus sing. To the name of Jesus sing. 
2 When He left His home in glory, 4 Little children, praise the Saviour, 
When He lived with mortals here, Praise Him, your undying Friend ; 
Little children sang His praises, Praise Him till in heaven you meet Him, 
And it pleased His gracious ear. There to praise Him without end. 
Sweet hosannas, sweet hosannas Sweet hosannas, sweet hosannas 
To the name of Jesus sing. To the name of Jesus sing. 


JUVENILE HARMONIST, 
370 


INFANTS. 


425 Little Travellers.—v.7. 7.7. D. 


1 Lirtts travellers Zionward, J, from Greenland’s frozen land; 
Each ont entering into rest, I, from India's sultry plain ; 
In the kingdom of your Lord, 1, from Afric’s barren sand ; 
In the mansions of the blest, [, from islands of the main. 


There to welcome Jesus waits, 
Gives the crown His followers win; 3 All our earthly journey past, 


Lift your heads, ye golden gates, Every tear and pain gone by, 
Let the little travellers in! Here together met at last, 
At the portal of the sky; 

2 Who are they whose little feet, Each the welcome ‘‘ Cone” awaits, 
__Pacing life’s dark journey through, Conquerors over death and sin. 
Now have reached that heavenly seat Lift your heads, ye golden gates, | 

They have ever kept in view ? Let the little travellers in. 


JAMES EDMESTON. 
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INFANTS. 


DLiverpool.—s.7. 8.7. — 
-, . JUDE. 
’ af ae 
Paired 


2 All this day Thy hand has led me, 
And I thank Thee for Thy care; [me; 


Thou hast clothed me, warmed, and fed 


1 Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me, 
Listen to my evening prayer. 


Bless Thy little lamb to-night ! 
Through the darkness be Thou near me, 
Watch my sleep till morning light. 

3 Let my sins be all forgiven ; 
Bless the friends I love so well; 
Take me when I die, to heaven, 
Happy there with Thee to dwell. 
MRS, M. L, DUNCAN. 


bumility.—7.7. 7.5. 
JOHN ADCOCK, 


Cae 


INFANTS. 


1 Jzsus, when He left the sky, 3 Bid the Saviour say them nay? 
And for sinners came to die, No: He kindly bid them stay, 
Tn His mercy passed not by Suffered none to turn away 

Little ones like me. Little ones like me. 

2 Mothers then the Saviour sought 4 ’Twas for them His life He gave, 
In the places where He taught, To redeem them from the grave: 
And to Him their children brough Jesus able is to save - 

Little ones like me. Little ones like me, 


5 Children, then, should love Him now, 
Strive His holy will to do, 
Pray to Him and praise Him too, 
Little ones like me. 
MRS. M, RUMSEY. 


428 LEvan.—o.M. 


W. H. HAverGat. 


a= — 


1 Ler dogs delight to bark and bite, 3 Let love through all your actions run, 


For God hath made them so; And all your words be mild; 
-Let bears and lions growl and fight, Live like the blessed virgin’s Son. 
For ’tis their nature to, That sweet and lovely child. 
2 But, children, you should never let 4 His soul was gentle as a lamb; 
Your angry passions rise ; And as His stature grew, 
Your littlé hands were never made He grew in favour both with man 
To tear each other’s eyes. And God, His Father, too. 


5 Now, Lord, of all He reigns above, 
And from His heavenly throne 
He sees what children dwell in love, 
And marks them for His own, 
ISAAC WATTS, 
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INFANTS, 


429 Jesus by the sea. 


With Chorus. 
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874 


INFANTS. 


1 O, I love to think of Jesus as He sat beside the sea, 
Where the waves were only murmuring on the strand ; 
When He sat within the boat, on the silver wave afloat, 
While He taught the waiting people on the land, 


O, I love to think of Jesus by the sea, 
O, F love to think of Jesus by the sea; 

And I love the preeious word which He spake to them that heara, 
While He taught the waiting people by the sea, 


2 O, I love to think of Jesus as He walked upon the sea, 
en the waves were rolling fearfully and grand; 
How the winds and waves were still at the bidding of His will, 
While He brought His loved disciples safe to land. 


O, I love to think of Jesus by the sea, 
O, I love to think of Jesus by the sea; 

How He walked upon the wave, His belovéd ones to save, 
While He brought them safely o’er the stormy sea. 


3 O, I love to think of Jesus as He walked beside the sea, 
Where the fishers spread their nets upon the shore; 
How He bade them follow Him, and forsake the paths of sin, 
And to be His true disciples evermore. 


O, I love to think of Jesus by the sea, 
O, I love to think of Jesus by the sea; 
And as they forsook their all at their Redeemer’s call, 
So His true disciple I would ever be! 
W, O,. CUSHING, 


430 Sawley,—c.M. 


1 THoss children who a promise give Not even when the truth he speaks, 

Should always keep their word ; Because he once deceived. 

And falsehood from their little mouths ; 
Should never once be heard, 3 O who a lie would dare to tell, 
And bring himself to shame ;, 

2 For when a child a lie has told And thus offend the God.of truth, 

He cannot be believed, And mock His holy name? 

AMERICAN, 


375 


INFANTS, 


431 Jesus loves me.—7.7.7.7. With Chorus. 


N W. B. BRADBURY. 


G 6 bf 
st Yes, Je - sts loves me, Yes; Je.- sus loves me, 
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loves me, The Bi - ble tells me - so. 
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wy 
1 Jxsus loves me! this I know, 8 Jesus loves me! loves me still, 
For the Bible tells me so ; When I’m very weak and ill ; 
Little ones to Him belong, From His shining throne on high, 
They are weak, but He is strong. Comes to watch me where J lie. 
Yes, Jesus loves me, 
The Bible tells me so. 4 Jesus loves me! He will stay 


2 Jesus loves me, He who died, Ne le eae heat 3 
’ L om 


Heaven’s gate to open wide ; ; = 
He will wash away my sin, : He will take me hontas 
Let His little one come in, \NNG 
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INFANTS. 


432 Jewels.—s.6.8.5. With Chorus. 


cee a = 
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ey shall shins a their beau - ty, Bright gems a His Sot, 


1 WHEN He cometh, when He cometh 2 He will gather, He will gather 


To make up His jewels, The gems for His. kingdom, 
All His jewels, precious jewels, All the pure ones, all the bright ones, 
His loved and His own: His loved and His own. 


Like the stars of the morning, 8 Little children, little children, 
His bright crown adorning, Who love their Redeemer, 


They shall shine in their beauty, ano the jewels, precious jewels, 
Bright gems for His crown, His loved.and His.own, 


W. 0, CUSHING, 
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3 


INFANTS. 


433 


Little Pilgrim.—e.s. 6.5. 6.7.6.5. 


1 Gop loves little children, 

Loves us every one; 

He to seek and save us 
Sent His only Son. 

Holy, blessé¢d Father, 

Thanks and praise we give to Thee. 

Holy, blesséd Father, 
Praise we give to Thee. 


2 Jesus left His glory, 

In the golden sky, 

Came to know and love us, 
Came for us to die. 

Holy, blesséd Saviour, 

‘Thanks and praise we give to Thee. 

Holy, blessed Saviour, 
Praise we give to Thee. 


3878 


3 Ere He went to heaven, 

He the promise gave 

Of His Holy Spirit, 
Us from sin to save. 

Holy, blessed Spirit, 

Thanks and praise we give to Thee. 

Holy, blesséd Spirit, 
Praise we give to Thee. 


4 Watching o’er us daily, 

Guarding us by night, 

Winning us to love Thee, 
Guiding us aright, 

Holy, holy, holy, 

Thanks and praise we give to Thee. 
Holy, holy, holy, 
Praise we give to Thee. 
W, F, CALLAWAY, 


INFANTS. 


Husert P. MAIN. 


434 Ob, bow he loves.—s.4.8.4.8.8.8. 4. 


1 Jzsus, little children blesses, 2 He will listen to your prayer, 
Oh, How he loves! Oh, how He loves! 
Fondly He each lamb caresses, Although feeble, if sincere, 
: Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 
Would you wish to go to heaven? He became a child, to sever 
Ask, and have your sins forgiven ; You from sin and Satan ever ; 
None from Him were ever driven. Those who come He’ll cast out never. 
Oh, how He loves! Oh, how He loves! 


3 Trust Him, He will ne’er forget you, 
Oh, how He loves! 
fis Almighty arm protects you, 
Oh, how He loves! 
Truly He will ne’er forsake you, 
But to endless glory take you, 
Hyer, ever happy make you. 
Oh, how He loves! 
ANON, 


379 


INFANTS. 


435 Farrant.—c.m. 


RICHARD FARRANT. 1585. 


1 Ir anything seems hard to do, 3 And so a young and timid heart, 
We should not fret or cry ; As time is passing by, 
But, looking difficulties through, May act the good and holy part, 
With cheerful effort try. If it will really try ; 
2 The best and bravest may despair, 4 Always and only in the might 
Life’s perils to defy, That comes from God on high, 
And all its many ills to bear ; Who helps to do and be the right, 
But they will nobly try. All who sincerely try. 


H. BATEMAN, 


436 St. Margaret’s.—c.M. 


ALFRED H. MitEs. (By permission.) 


INFANTS. 


1 I HAVE a dear and happy home, 
And much my home I love ; 
And yet I know there is for me 
A better home above. 


3 No angry passions there are felt, 
No quarrels ever come ; 
For every heart is full of love, 
Within that happy home. 


2 There sin and sorrow cannot come, 4 They praise with joy the Father’s name, 
Or thought of pain and care; His glorious likeness bear ; 
Gad wipes the tears from every face, They love Him with a perfect love, 
And all are happy there. For all are holy there. 


5 Lord, when my work on earth is done, 
A place for me prepare ; 
And take me to that happy home, 
To dwell for ever there, 
ANON, 


Belimont.—c.m. 


parree from Mozart _— S. WEBBE, 


1 I rHanx the goodness and the grace 3 I was not born a little slave, 


Which on my birth have smiled, To labour in the sun, 
That in this land I pass my days, Wishing I were but in the grave, 
A happy English child. And all my labour done, 
2 I was not born as thousands are, 4 I was not born without a home, 
Where God was never known ; Nor in some broken shed, 
And taught to pray a useless prayer A gipsy baby taught to roam, 
Lo blocks of wood and stone. And steal my daily bread. 


5 My God, I thank Thee, who hast planned 
A better lot for me, 
And placed me in this happy land, 
Where I can hear of Thee. 
MRS. GILBERT, 
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INFANTS. 


438 Sawleyp.—o.M. 


iG ae 


1 Lover of little children, Thee, 3 There let us ever, ever lie, 
O Jesus, we adore ; Strangers to guilt and fear ; 
Our kind and loving Saviour be Secure from ills, for Thou art nigh, 
Both now and evermore. No foe can reach us there. 
2 O take us up into Thy arms, 4 Still as we grow in years, in grace 
And make us truly blest ; And wisdom let us grow ; 
The new-born babes are safe from harms But never leave Thy loved embrace, 
While leaning on Thy breast, Nor ever evil know. 
©. WESLEY. 


439 _—_ ppilgrimage.—z.7.7.7. 


Har. by Sim R. P. Stewart, Mus. Doc. 


INFANTS, 


1 Poor and needy though I be, 3 He who reigns above the sky 
God Almighty cares for me; Once became as poor as I ; 
Gives me clothing, shelter, food, He whose blood for me was shed 
Gives me all I have of good. Had not where to lay His head. 
2 He will hear me when I pray, 4 Though I labour here awhile, 
He is with me night and day, He will bless me with His smile ; 
When I sleep, and when I wake, And when this short life is past 
For the Lord my Saviour’s sake, I shall rest with Him at last, 


5 Then to Him I tune my song, 
Happy as the day is long ; 
This my joy for ever be, 
God Almighty cares for me. 
DOROTHY A. THRUPP, 


440 Liverpool.—s.7.s.7. 


W. H. Jube. 


1 LOVE each other, little children ; 3 Hast thou met with some unkindness, 
He whom Jesus loved the best, Secret harm, or open wrong ? 
Learned this sweet, this precious lesson, 0 be patient, and forgive it ; 
Leaning on His Master’s breast. Thou shalt win him, love is strong. 
2 Has a little friend a sorrow ? 4 Hast thou aught to give? O, share it, 
Then forget thine own the while, Strive to make antoher glad : 
Comfort him with thine affection, Art thou happy? Try to brighten 
Cheer him with thy sweetest smile, Some one who is lone and sad. 


5 So wilt thou be like thy Father, 
Like the Lord who reigns above ; 
For His own apostle taught us 
This great truth, that ‘‘God is love,” 
E. H, JACKSON, 
883 


INFANTS. 


441 M@Manbattan.—7.7. 8.8.7. 


J. R. Murray, 


1 O wnat can little hands do 3 O what can little hearts do 
To please the King of heaven? To please the King of heaven ? 

The little hands some work may try Our hearts, if God His Spirit send, 

To help the poor in misery: Can love and trust their Saviour Friend: 
Such grace to mine be given! Such grace to mine be given ! 

2 O what can little lips do 4 Though small is all that we can do 
To please the King of heaven? To please the King of heaven; 

The little lips can praise, and pray, When hearts and hands and lips unite 

And gentle words of kindness say: To serve the Saviour with delight, 
Such grace to mine be given! Then perfect grace is given. 


HINSDALE’S DAILY MEDITATIONS, 


442 Mange.—c.M. 


M. M. Barton. 


INFANTS, 


1 How doth the little busy bee 3 In works of labour or of skill, 
Improve each shining hour, I would be busy too; 
And gather honey all the day For Satan finds some mischief still 
From every opening flower ! For idle hands to do, 
2 How skilfully she builds her cell, 4 In books, or work, or healthful play, 
How neat she spreads the wax, Let my first years be past, 
And labours hard to store it well That I may give for every day 
With the sweet food she makes! Some good account at last. 


ISAAC WATTS, 


443 bursley.—L.M. 


German Melody. 


1 How proud we are, how fond to show 3 Then will I set my heart to find 
Our clothes, and call themrich and new: Inward adornings of the mind; 
When the poor sheep and silk-worms wore Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace— 


That very clothing long before! This is the robe of richest dress. 

2 The tulip and the butterfly 4 It never fades, it ne’er grows old, 
Appear in gayer coats than I; Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mould ; 

’ Let me be dressed fine as I will, It takes no spot, but still refines, 


Flies, worms, and flowers exceed me still, ‘The more ’tis worn, the more it shines. 
ISAAC WATTS. 
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INFANTS. 


444 Ruth.—6.5.6.5.D. With Chorus. 


SAMUEL SMITH. 
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INFANTS. 


| Latte feet are passing 
Through the homeward way, 
With their merry singing, 
- And their happy play. 
Though as little pilgrims 
They must longer roam, 
Still with eager footsteps 
Do they hasten home. 


Little feet are passing 


Through the homeward way, 


With their merry singing, 
And their happy play. 


2 Home from every sorrow, 

Home from every care, 

Home where praise and rapture 
Are exchanged for prayer, 

Home where never gather 
Storms of wintry night, 

Home where all are happy, 
Home where all is bright. 


3 Thus the little children 
Pass along their way, 
From the night of sorrow 
To that cloudless day: 

And the loving Saviour 
Heads the little:band, 

And will bring them safely 
To the better land. 


4 O! ’tis worth our trouble, 
If we bring them near 
To that home of glory, 
And the Saviour dear. 
Be our hearts in earnest, 
And our lips be skilled, 
Till some golden mansions 
Are with children filled. 


Little feet are passing 
Through the homeward way, 
With their merry singing, 
And their happy play. 
ANON, 


445 Pappy Land.—s.4. 6.4. 6.7. 6.4. 


Indian Air, 


1 TuHeErz is a happy land, 

Far, far away, 

Where saints in glory stand, 
Bright, bright as day: 

O, how they sweetly sing, 

Worthy is our Saviour King; 

Loud let His praises ring— 
Praise, praise for aye. 


2 Come to this happy land, 
Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand, 
Why still delay? 


O, we shall happy be, 

When from sin and sorrow free ; 

Lord, we shall live with Thee, 
Blest, blest for aye, 


8 Bright in that happy land 
Beams every eye; 
Kept by a Father’s hand, 
Love cannot die. 
On then to glory run, 
Be a crown and kingdom won, 
And bright above the sun 
Reign, reign for aye. 
A, YOUNG, 


INFANTS. 


Pilgrimage.—z.7. 7.7. 


Har. by Sir R. P. Stewart, Mus. Doe. 


1 SaviovR, bless a little child, 3 Jesus, help me, I am weak, 
Teach my heart the way to Thee, Let me put my trust in Thee; 
Make it gentle, good, and mild, Teach me how and what to speak, 
Loving Saviour, care for me. Loving Saviour, care for me. 
2 Lam young, but Thou hast said 4 I would never go astray, 
All who will may come to Thee; Neyer turn aside from Thee; 
Feed my soul with living bread, Keep me in the heavenly way, 
Loving Saviour, care for me. Loving Saviour, care for me. 


FANNY J. CROSBY. 


447 Lrnstein,—e.5. 6.5. 


1 SUMMER days are coming, 2 Now the sun is shining 
Winter days are gone ; With his cheerful rays ; 
Merry birds are singing O how very pleasant 
In the flowery lawn. Are these summer days! 


388 


INFANTS. 


3 Honey-bees are gathering 4 May we learn the lesson 
Sweets from all the flowers, To be busy too, 
Ever, ever busy Ever, ever seeking 
All the sunny hours, Useful work to do, 


5 God, our great Creator, 
Gave these summer days ; 
May our hearts and voices 
Join to give Him praise! ANON, 


448 Lilpbourne.—z.7. 7.7. 7.7. 


From the Home Hymn-Book, by permission. 


SAMUEL SMITH. 


1 TxHov that once on mother’s knee 2 Be beside me in the light, 
Wast a little one like me, Be close by me through the night, 
When I wake or go to bed, Make me gentle, kind, and true,-— 
Lay Thy hands upon my head, Do what I am bid to do, 
Let me feel Thee very near, Help and cheer me when I fret, 
Jesus Christ, our Saviour dear. And forgive when I forget. 


3 Thou art near us when we pray, 
Though Thou art so far away ; 
Thou my little hymn wilt hear, 
Jesus Christ, our Saviour dear, 
Thou that once on mother’s knee 
Wast a little one like me, ry 
F, T. PALGRAVE. 


INFANTS. 


PBohemia.—s.5. 6.5. D. 


CHILDREN know but little 
Of the mighty King ; 
How can lips unlearnéd 
Of His greatness sing? 
Yes, we know but little, 
And our tongues may fail ; 
But He loves to hear us 
Tell our simple tale. 


2 Children’s hands are feeble, 
And unskilful too; 
In the Master’s service 
What can children do? 
Works of might and wisdom— 
These we cannot boast ; 
Little deeds of kindness 
Please the Master most. 
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3 Children-have no riches 

But the toys they prize ; 

What have we to give Thee 
Whose are earth and skies? 

Could we bring the treasures 
Of the crowded mart, 

Still the Lord would value 
More each toving heart. 


4 Little prayers we offer, 

Little hymns we sing, 

Litt¥e tasks of labour, 
Little gifts we bring ; 

All will please the Master, 
If they only prove 

Offerings of our childhood’s 
Simple, earnest love. 

W. H. PARKER, 


INFANTS. 


450 Sheltered Dale.—s.s. 8.6. 8.6. 


German. 


1 O uirree birds that all day long 3 And all day long our hearts rejoice, 
Carol in every tree, God cares for you and me; 
What is the secret of your song, We are but children, yet our voice 
‘The meaning of your glee? May praise Him merrily ; 
You are so very, very glad; And we can sing like all the birds, 
How loving God must be! How loving God must be! 


2 Dear flowers that blossom round my feet, 4 God’s men and women sometimes look 


It fills my heart to see Less full of joy than we, 

Your smiling faces, when you meet Yet He their suffering nature took 
God’s wind upon the lea; As Son of Man, and He 

You seem to laugh for happiness ; Poured out His life to heal them all: 
How loving God must be! How loving God must be! 


: ANNIE MATHESON, 
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Boston,—L.M. 
Dr. ay: MASON. 
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1 Tur God of heaven is pleased to see 2 The gentle child that tries to please, 
A little family agree, That hates to quarrel, fret, or tease, 
And will not slight the praise they bring And would not say an angry word, 
When loving children join to sing! That child is pleasing to the Lord, 


8 Great God! forgive, whenever we 
Forget Thy will and disagree ; 
And grant that each of us may find 
The sweet delight of being kind. 
AMERICAN, 


452 Jnnocents.—7.7. 7.7. 
Old Litany. 


INFANTS. 


1 TWINKLE, twinkle, little star, 
How I wonder what you are! 
Up above the world so high, 
Like a diamond in the sky. 


2 When the blazing sun is gone, 
When he nothing shines upon, 
Then you show ycur little light, 
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night. 


3 Then the traveller, in the dark, 
Thanks you for your tiny spark; 
He couldn’t tell which way to gc. 
If you did not twinkle so. 


4 In the dark blue sky you keep, 
And between my curtains peep; 
For you never shut your eye, 
Till the sun is in the sky. 
JANE TAYLOR. 


453 | Jliracombe.—c.m. 


Attributed to S. WEBBE. 
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1 THE morning bright, with rosy light, 
Has waked me from my sleep; 
Father, I own Thy love alone 
Thy little one doth keep. 


2 All through this day, I humbly pray, 
Be Thou my Guard and Guide: 
My sins forgive, and let me live, 
Blest Jesus, near Thy side. 


8 O make Thy rest, within my breast, 
Great Spirit of all grace; 
Make me like Thee, then shall I be 
Prepared to see Thy face. 
T. O, SUMMERS. 
893 o* 


INFANTS. 


454 St. Michael.—s.M. 


Day’s Psalter, 1563. 


1 I OFTEN say my prayers, 83 For words without the heart 
But do I ever pray? The Lord will never hear, 
And do the wishes of my heart Nor will He to that child attend 
Go with the words I say? Whose prayers are not sincere. 
2 I may as well kneel down 4 Lord, teach me what I want, 
And worship wood and stone, And teach me how to pray } 
As offer to the living God Nor let me ask Thee for Thy grace, 
A prayer of words alone. Not feeling what I say. 


JOHN BURTON, JUN. 


Picciola.—7.7. 7.5. 
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INFANTS. 


1 Swuzxr the lessons Jesus taught, 3 No, my Saviour’s hand-was laid 
When to Him fond parents brought Softly on each infant head; 
Babes for whom they blessing soughit, Jesus, when He blessed them, said 
Little ones, like me. Let them come to Me: 
2 Jesus did not answer nay,— 4 Babes maj still His blessing share, 
Bid them come another day ; Lambs are His peéuliar care, 
Jesus did not turn away He will in His bosom bear 
Little ones, like me. Little ones, like me: 


5 Saviour, on my infant head 
Let Thy gracious hand be laid, 
While I do as Thou hast said, 
Coming unto Thee, 
JANE E. LEESON, 


456 M@Melville,—s.7. 8.7. 8.7. 


W. J. Crorts, 
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1 LirrieE children, come to Jesus, 
He has kindly said you may; 
If you try to pray and praise Him, 
He will teach you what to say. 
Little children, little children, 
Come to Jesus while you may. 


2 He will take your band and lead you 
In the way you ought to go, 
He will make you good and happy; 
No one else can bless you so. 
Little children, little children, 
Come to Jesus, come to-day, 
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ANON, 


INFANTS. 


457 Jf J come to Fesus.—es.6.5. With Chorus. 


1 Ir I come to Jesus, 
He will make me glad ; 
He will give me pleasure 
When my heart is sad. 


If I come to Jesus, 
Happy shali I be 3 

He is gently calling 
Little ones like me. 


2 If I come to Jesus, 
He will hear my prayer, 
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He will love me dearly ; 
He my sins did bear. 


3 If I come to Jesus, 
He will take my hand, 
He will kindly lead me 
To a better land. 


4 There with happy children, 
Robed in snowy white, 
I shall see my Saviour 
In that world so bright. 
FANNY J, CROSBY, 


Cemperance. 
458 Pilgrim.—s.M. With Chorus. 


I, B. WoopzBury, 
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1 By providence and grace, Another onward stage begun, 
And sparing mercy too, And this may be the last. 
We meet each other face to face 


: 3 Lord, give us large increase- 
Our promise to renew. 


Cast down the giant foe, 
Rejoice, I say, rejoice, on this our festal day, And let Thy servants never cease, 


And lift to heaven a mighty voice and shout But ever onward go. 
of victory. 4 For Thee, O God, we fight, 
May we be strong in Thee, 
2 Another course is run, Receiving needful strength and might 
Another year is past, For final victory. R. MAGUIRE. 
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TEMPERANCE, 


459 Begin at once,—o.7. 8.8.8. 8.9. 


F, R, HAVERGAN, 
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And swell the ranks, 
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And swell the ranks, 


1 Bucy at once! In the pleasant days, 7 Begin at once! There is much to do; 


While we are all together, O do not wait for others! 
While we can join in prayer and praise, Join us to-day, be brave and true! 
While we can meet for healthful plays Join us to-day, there’s room for you, 
In the glow of summer weather. And a welcome from your brothers, 
Begin at once, with heart and hand, Begin at once, for the work is grand 


And swell the ranks of our happy band. That God has given to our happy band, 


2 Begin at once! For wedonot know 4 Begin at once! In the strength of God, 


What may befa!l to-morrow ! For that will never fail you! 

Many a tempter, many a foe Under His banner, bright and broad, 
Lieth in wait Where’er you go You shall be safe from fear and fraud, 
With the snare that leads to sorrow. And from all that can assail you. 

Begin at once! nor doubting stand, Begin at once with resolute stand, 


But swell the ranks of our happy band. And swell the ranks of our happy band, 
308 FRANCES R, HAVERGAL, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


460 Carey’s.—8.8. 8.8.8.8. 


H. Carey, 1730. 


+ SING we a song of praise to-day, 3 We bless the Christ, the children’s Friend, 
For battles fought, and victories won, For thousands in the hopeful bands, 
For strength vouchsafed upon our way, Who will the Temperance cause defend 
~ And noble work our cause has done, With youthful vigour in all lands, 
For joy that cometh after tears, And live through coming years to prove 


And harvests reaped through many years. What conquests may be gained by love. 


2 The God of love we praise and bless, 4 Much yet remains; O God of grace, 
For lives endangered that are saved, Pity the drunkards and their homes! 
For homes no longer comfortless, [braved, Send sunshine to each darkened place, 
For strong, true hearts that ill have And hope where each poor creature 
And for devoted lives well given Till all the world shall sober be, [roams, 
To works of mercy and to heaven. And spend ail life in serving Thee. 
: MARIANNE FARNINGHAM, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


461 Wlanstead.—7.6. 7.6. 8.6.8.6. With Refrain. 


THEO, F. SEWARD, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


2 Com, friends, the world wants mending, You'll find a way for something, 


Let none sit down and rest, If you but have the will. 
But seek to work like heroes, Now bravely fight for what is right, 
And nobly do your best. And Ged will help you through ; 
Do what you can for fellow-man, Much may be done by every one— 
With honest heart and true, There’s work for all to do, 
Much may be done by every one— 
There’s work for all to do. 3 Be kind to those around you, 


To charity hold fast ; 
Let each think first of others, 
Aud leave himself till last. 
Act as you would that others should 
Act always unto you ; 
Much may be done hy every one— 
2 Though you can do but little, There’s work for all to do. 
That little’s something still: T. F. SEWARD. 


462 MOSCOW.—6.6.4. 6.6.6.4. 


Come, friends, the worid wants 
mending, 
Let none sit down and rest, 
But seek to work like heroes, 
And nobly do your best. 


FELICE GIARDINI. 


1 Gop bless our Temperance band ; 2 May we for drunkards feel, 
O may we firmly stand Labour with constant zeal ; 
True to our pledge ; God bless our work : 
May we united be, And we His aid implore 
Strong in consistency, To help us more and more, 
Zeal, truth, and charity, Until, from shore to shore, 
Courage, and love. All shall abstain, 


3 May Britain’s children stand 
A noble Temperance band, 
Their country’s hope: 
And may our cause extend, 
Until all people blend, 
And one great shout ascend, 
The world is free ! 
W. A. PALLISTER, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


463 Christian Wlrkers.—7.6.7.6.D. With Chorus. 


R. Lowry. 
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TEMPERANCE, 


1 O ROUSE ye, Christian workers! 

Come, help us, one and all; 

Why longer do you tarry ¢ 
O, hear ye not the call? 

Then sound it loud and louder, 
Swell high the clarion notes, 

Till from each Christian household 
An answering echo floats. 


O rouse ye, Christian workers ! 


A mighty ransomed band ; [away 
We'll work, and pray, and sweep 


Intemperance fron the land. 


2 This wave the Lord uprolleth, 
Seek not to stay the tide, 
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The work that He upholdeth: 

For ever shall abide; 1-3 
It is the Lord who calleth, f 
The victory shall be won 
By faith and prayer, the armour: 

He bids you now gird on. 


3 O will ye longer tarry, 
Just at the outer gate, 
While sorrowing hearts in silence 
For their deliverance wait? 
Come, sisters, to the rescue ; 
Come, brothers, close the ranks; 
In God’s own time we'll conquer, 
And at His feet give thanks. 
MRS. A. S. HAWKES, 


Mountain heights.—s.s.6. 8.8.6. 


Sir R. P. Stewart, Mus. Doc. 


1 O THov who on the mountain heights, 


For forty days and forty nights, 
Didst keep a solemn fast ; 
Grant us such abstinence to know, 

That we may daily fitter grow 
For Thy blest courts at last. 


2 Strong drink makes many to offend, 
We therefore on Thine arm depend 
To help us to abstain ; 
Confirm our good resolves, we pray, 
That we may boldly, day by day, 
From its dread power refrain, 


3 Vouchsafe to us Thy strengthening grace, 
Help us, dear Lord, in every place 
To put our trust in Thee; 
So shall we confidently stand, 
Assured that Thy protecting hand 
Will make the tempter flee. 


4 We sing with all the ransomed host, 
“To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 
Be glory evermore ;” 
Our thankful hearts shall daily raise 
A joytul strain of grateful praise, 
Unceasingly adore! 
FREDERICK SHERLOOK, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


465 Durbam.—s.M. 


eo 
1 THE seed of Temperance truth 3 Inspire our statesmen, Lord, 
Throughout the world we sow, With wisdom from above, 
And pray that showers from heaven may  Inflame their hearts with holy zeal, 
And make the seed to grow. [fall, This evil to remove. 
2 We look, O Lord, to Thee, 4 And then through all our land 
For Thou alone canst bless ; Abundantly would grow 
To toil and plant like Paul we may, The peaceful fruits of honest toil, 
But Thou must give success. To lessen human woe, 
JOHN ATKINSON, 
466 Durbam,.—s.M. 
1 A TEMPERANCE band we meet, 3 For happy hearths and homes, 
To raise our songs of praise, Through Temperance obtained, 
And for the blessings of the vast And blessings every day enjoyed, 
Our cheerful voices raise. Which multitudes have gained ; 
2 For drunkards saved from death, 4 For sinners led to Christ, 
We bless Thy sacred name ; In Christian churches found ; 
For those preserved from drunkenness, For all the tokens of Thy grace 
Thy goodness we proclaim. Our praises shall abound. 


5 O let our cause prevail, 
Throughout our favoured land ; 
Thy richest blessing, Lord, bestow, 
On this our Temperance band. 
JABEZ BURNS. 


467 St. George.—s.M. 


H. J. GAUNTLETT, Mus. Doc, 


TEMPERANCE. 


1 Brewoxp, O Lord, our God, 4 The young, Thy Church’s hope, 
A foe within Thy gates So greatly loved by Thee, 
Thy goodly heritage despoils, Are by his wiles betrayed, and led 
Thy Zion desolates. Into captivity. 
2 This raging, guileful foe 5 Arouse Thy Church, O God, 
Assumes a friend’s disguise, This mocker to assail, 
Ensnares Thy watchmen, and deceives To drive him forth beyond her walls, 
The foolish and the wise. And o’er his rage prevail. 
3 Through wine and through strong drink 6 Come forth Thyself, appear 
Prophet and priest have erred ; Thy servants’ zeal to own ; 
Guides, counsellors have gone astray, And let the foe be everywhere 
And preachers of Thy word. And utterly o’erthrown. 
E, BOADEN, 


468 Sharon.—s.7. 8.7. 


W. Boycr, Mus. Doc. 


1 Do not rashly judge thy brother, 8 Take good heed unto thy footsteps, 


If he stumble on the way ; Round thy path lurks many a snare! 
Life’s beset with sore temptations, If like him thou shouldst be tempted, 
He has fallen, and we may. Oh, my brother, watch! beware! 

2 Let us rather kindly help him 4 For we grope our way but blindly 
T'o regain the pathway lost ; Through the darksome shades of life, 
Gentle words are never wasted, And the best will err so often, 
Freely give, they little cost. ’Mid its tumult, toil, and strife. 
ANON, 
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TEMPERANCE. - 


St. Catherine.—s.s. 8.8. 8.8. 


J. G. Watton. 


1 O THOU whose chosen place of birth 3 Where’er the wine-cup’s deadly blight 


Was ’inid the humblest scenes of earth, Has shrouded hearts in sorrow’s night, 
Who didst all scorn and pain endure, Our eyes to all its evils ope, 
To save the lost and bless the poor; Inspire our souls with faith and-hope, 
Our duty in Thy life we see, And may our charity extend 
And pray for grace to follow Thee. As Thine—alike to foe and friend. 

2 Thou who hast taught us by Thy word, 4 Where’er a tempted brother falls, 
The servant’s not above His lord, Make quick our ear to hear his calls, 
Give us the courage which we need, Make swift our-feet to reach the spot, 
To follow hee in word and deed; Make true our hearts to leave him not, 
The highest honour that we crave, Make strong and willing every hand, 
Be this, the lost to seek and save. To lift him up and help him stand. 


W. S. PETERSON, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


470 Daurel.—z.e. 7.6. D. 


W. H. Bonnin, 
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1 FATHER in heaven, we ask Thee 3 Give to the boys true courage, 
Our Band of Hope to bless; That as to men they grow, 
O let Thy loving favour And drinking comrades tempt them,, 
Crown it with much success, Firmly they'll answer ‘‘ No!” 
We want it to accomplish And keep the girls all steadfast, 
All that it may and should, And may they help to win, 
To weaken powers of evil, By love and good examples, 
And strengthen powers of good. Many from paths of sin. 
2 And so we ask Thy blessing ; 4 Hear us, O hear us, Father, 
O send us not away For Jesu’s own dear sake, 
Without a gracious answer Give us a rich full blessing, 
Even this very day. And each a blessing make. 
Bless every single member, And Thine shall be the glory, 
May we all look to Thee We'll yield Thee all the praise, 
For strength to keep our promise Nor wilt Thou spurn the tribute, 
From all strong drink to flee, Our Band of Hope shall raise. 
ANON,- 


TEMPERANCE. 


A471 ‘tRescue the Perishing.—s6.5. 10. D. With Chorus. 
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1 Rescue the perishing, 3 Down in the human heart, 
Care for the dying, Crushed by the tempter, 
Snatch them in pity from sin and the grave, Feelings lie buried that grace can restore ; 
Weep o’er the erring one, Touched by a loving heart, 
Lift up the fallen, Wakened by kindness, [more. 


Tell them of Jesus, the mighty to save. | Chords that were broken will vibrate once 


Rescue the perishing, 


4 Rescue tl ishing ; 
Care for the dying; EAC oe 


Duty demands it, 


Jesus is merciful, Jesus will save. Strength forthy labourthe Lord will provide ; 
2 qhough they are slighting Him, Pateutly erate oa 
Still He is waiting, . aden 
Waiting thomtenitente Mil Acammeterial Tell the poor wanderer a Saviour has died. 
Plead with them earnestly, Rescue the perishing, 
Plead with them gently ; Care for the dying; 


He will forgive if they only believe. Jesus is merciful, Jesus will save. 
dee FANNY J. CROSBY, 


TEMPERANCE, 


Prospect.—p.c.m. 


Old English, 


1 Dra gently with the erring one! 
_ Ye know not of the power, 


With which temptation on him came, 


Tn some unguarded hour, 
Ye may not know how earnestly 
He struggled, or how well, 
Until the time of weakness came, 
When sadly thus he fell. 


2 Speak mildly to such erring ones, 
For is it not enough 
That innocence and peace have gone, 
Without thy censure rough ? 


It sure must be a weary lot, 
That sin-crushed heart to bear: 
And they who share a happier fate, 
Their chidings well may spare. 


3 O, kindly help all erring ones! 
Thou yet may’st lead them back, 
With gracious words and tones of love, 
From misery’s thorny track. 
Forget not, thou hast often sinned, 
And tempted yet may’st be ;— 
Deal gently with the erring ones, 


As God hath dealt with thee. 
ANON, 


THEMPERANCE. 


473 Dare to do right.—s.10. 10.10. With Chorus. 


W. B. BRADBURY. 
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Dare, dare, dare to betrue, Dare,dareto be true, dare to be true. 


fS UN NON 
C. go aw le 


Saas aa 


at ae 
1 Dark to do right, dare to be true; Look at your work as you'll look at it 
You have a work that no other can do; then, — 
Do it so bravely, so kindly, so well, Scanned by Jehovah, and angels, and men, 
Angels shall hasten the story to tell. : 
Dare, dare, dare to do right, 4 Dare to do right, dare to be true ; 
Dare, dare, dare to be true, God, who created you, cares for you too, 
Dare, dare to be true, Wipes off the tears that His striving ones 
Dare to be true. shed, 
( ts © . S . = 
2 Dare to do right, dare to be true; ss ol and protects every hair, of their 


Other men’s failures can never save you ; : 
aes RA Fite aaa Saal 5 Dare to do right, dare to be true; 
Stand like a hero and battle till death. Cannot omnipotence carry you through ? 
City, and mansion, and throne all in sight, 
8 Dare to do right, dare to be true, [view, Cannot you dare to pe true and do right? 
Keep the great judgment day always in G, L, TAYLOR, 
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TEMPERANCE. 


474 Dove at home.—z.5.7.5. 7.7.7.5. With Chorus. 


J. H. McNaveuton, 


‘1 THERE is beauty all around : Hate and envy ne’er annoy 
When there’s love at home ; When there’s love at home: 
There is joy in every sound Roses blossom ’neath our feet, 
When there’s love at home ; All the earth’s a garden sweet, 
Peace and plenty here abide, Making life a bliss complete, 
Smiling sweet gn every side, When there’s love at home. 
Time doth softly, sweetly glide, 3: Kindly h nee ae 
; dly heaven smiles above 
When there's love at home. When there’s love at home; 
Love at home, love at home; All the earth is filled with love 
T'ime doth softly, sweetly glide, When there’s love at home: 
When there’s love at home. Sweeter sings the brooklet by, 
; Brighter beams the azure sky ; 
2 In the cottage there is joy Oh, there’s One who smiles on high, 
When there’s love at home; When there’s love at home! 


J. H, McNAUGHTON, 
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475 —- England.—7.6. 7.6. 8.6.8.6. 


With Refrain. 


Sir J. STAINER, Mus. Doc, 
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1 THE boys and girls of England, 

O, happy may they be! 

The hope of home and country, 
The noble, good, and free! 

With warm affections richly blessed, 
In virtue trained, and truth: 

May grace and mercy ever rest 
On all our cherished youth! 


The boys and girls of England, 
O, happy may they be! 

The hope of home and country, 
The noble, good, and free! 


2. The boys and girls of England, 
Around the fireside bright, 
At home, away, at school, at play, 
Our treasure and delight! 
To God each true heart sends a cry, 
And each the ‘‘Amen” adds, 


476 


As Jacob, when about to die, 
Exclaimed—‘‘God bless the lads!” 


3 The boys and girls of England, 

O, what will they become, 

What to their country and the world, 
And what to those at home? 

God save them all from drinking ways, 
And from each hurtful snare, ; 

Nor let them end their trial days 
In ruin and despair! 


4 The boys and girls of England, 

O, who shall guide their feet? 

Say, who shall train and lead them up 
Their country’s needs to meet? 

O blessed work, O sweet reward, 
To save these precious pearls ; 

Our Band of Hope shall guide and guard 
Old England’s boys and girls. 

J, COMPSTON, 


Rockingbam,—.M. 


EDWARD Miter, Mus. Doc,, 1787. 
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1 In God’s unchanging word there stands, 3 They cannot join the lofty songs, 


Inscribed by more than mortal hands, 
The warning sure, to drunkards given, 
That such shall not inherit heaven ! 


2 For them no guardian spirit waits, 
To lead to its refulgent gates ; 
Its streets by them can ne’er be trod, 
For drunkards are condemned of God. 
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Which echo from the countless throngs 
Who round the throne adoring fall, 
And hail their Saviour Lord of all! 


4 O shun the glass, though loved it be, 
It leads to endless infamy ! 
Come, bend the knee at Jesu’s feet, 
And seek Him at the mercy-seat. 


PAYNE, 


TEMPERANCE. 


477 Touch not the Cup.—9.7. 11.7. 


James A, BIRCH. 
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1 TovucH not the cup, though ’tis bright and fair, 
For a serpent lurks within ; 
It will poison your heart like a canker there, 
With its bitter curse and sin. 


2 Touch not the cup, though a loved one’s Hand 
Place the vile temptation near ; 
For the sake of your home and your fatherland, 
Keep your heart and conscience clear, 


83 Touch not the cup, though a smile of scorn 
May await your constant zeal; 
Think of homes that are sad, and the hearts forlorn, 
That your loving words may heal. 


4 Touch not the cup, and a brighter day 
Will appear ere long, we know; 
For our nation shall walk in a happier way, 
And a glorious future show. 
JAMES A, BIRCH, 
414 


TEMPERANCE, 


Hrmagh.—7.7. 7.7.7.7. 


—— 


Loox not on the wine-cup bright, 
Flashing in its purple light, 

Lift not thou the goblet high 
With the sons of revelry ; 

Ruin yet that draught shall bring, 
Deadly as the adder’s sting. 


2. 


Who hath sorrow? who hath woe? 
Who despair’s dark night shall know? 
Who, like those on ocean tossed, 
Mourn the calm for ever lost? 

Who midst want unpitied pine? 
They who tarry at the wine, 
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3. 


Darkly on their downward way, 

Sets their sun while yet ’tis day: 
Wasted years, a gloomy train, 

Time that warned, but warned in vain, 
Thus denounced they meet their doom, 
‘‘ Haste to an untimely tomb.” 


4, 


Thou who once in Israel’s day, 

Made the fiery plague to stay, 

Thou who on the raging sea, 

Calmed the waves of Galilee! 

Now, as then, deliverance bring 

Those in wild waves perishing. 
ANON, 


TEMPERANCE. 


479 Siloant.—s.6. 8.6. D. With Chorus. 


SAMUEL SMITH. 
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We shall do it, we shall he it, Weshall do it by - and - by; 
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TEMPERANCE. 


1 THERE’s glorious work before us, 
A work both great and grand ; 
Every man at once should join us, 

And help with heart and hand ; 
There are homes now full of sadness, 
Whence peace and love are flown ; 

We imust fill those homes with gladness, 
And make the Saviour known. 


We shall do it by-and-by. 


2 There are drink-bound slaves around us, 

Who writhe in hopeless woe; 

We must snap the bonds that bind them, 
And lay the tyrant low: 

There are wives and mothers weeping 
Whose hearts are cold and sad ; 

We must give them joyous greeting, 
And bid them yet be glad. 


8 There are crowds of little children 


Deep sunk in sin, and night ; 

We must raise them from their darkness, 
And lead them up to light; 

There are good men filled with sorrow 
O’er seed they’ve sown in vain ; 

We must show them the destroyer, 
And urge them to abstain. 


There’s the huge and curséd system 
Of drink, and sin, and fraud ; 
We must cast it forth with loathing, 
Abhorred by man and God; 
Let us, then, gird on our armour, 
And God our strength will he; 
He our hosts is onward leading 
To certain victory. 
CHARLES GARRETT, 


480 St, Peter’s.—o.m. 


A. R. REINAGLE. 


1 O rHov from whom all gifts proceed, 
A blessing now dispense ; 
And give us, Lord, with power to plead 
The cause of Temperance. 


2 With wisdom, charity, and zeal, 
May we its blessings trace ; 
That all to whom we shall appeal, 
Those blessings may embrace. 


3 That self-denial may we show, 
Which men of old enjoined, 
And every vain desire forego, 
To benefit mankind. 


4 That which offends a brother’s eye, 
Or gives another pain, 
May we in love ourselves deny, 
And from its use abstain. 
ANONe 
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Graces, Doxologies, and Yational Hymn. 


481 


Soston,—L.M. 


Dr. LOWELL Mason, 
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GRACE BEFORE MEAT, 


BE present at our table, Lord, 
Be here and everywhere adored ; 
Thy creatures bless, and grant that we 
May feast in paradise with Thee. 
JOHN CENNICK, 


Boston.—L.M. 


GRACE AFTER MEAT. 


WE thank Thee, Lord, for this our food, 

But more because of Jesu’s blood; 

Let manna to our souls be given, 

The bread of life sent down from heaven. 
JOHN CENNICE, 


Gotba.—s.7. 8.7. 


H.R.H. tHE PRIncE Consort. 
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GRACES, DOXOLOGIES, ETC. 


1 May the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father’s boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit’s favour, 


Rest upon us from above. 


2 Thus may we abide in union 
With each other and the Lord, 
And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth can ne’er afford. 
JOHN NEWTON, 


484 Gildas.—s.M. 


Attributed to Peter ABELARD, A.D, 1120, Jlittet ad Virginem. 


ONCE more, before we part, 


We'll bless the Saviour’s name; 
Record His mercies every heart, 
Sing every tongue the same. 
3. HART, 
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GRACES, DOXOLOGIES, ETC. 


485 Farrant.—e.m. | 


RICHARD FARRANT, 1585, 


1 Now to the Lamb that once was slain, 2 Thou hast redeemed us by Thy blood, 


Be endless blessings paid ; And set the prisoners free ; 
Salvation, glory, joy remain Hast made us kings and priests to God, 
For ever on ‘Thy head. And we shall reign with Thee. 


ISAAC WATTS, 


486 Farrant.—c.m. 


To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
One God, whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it was, is now, 
And shall be evermore. 
TATE AND BRADY, 


487 Old hundredth.—..m. 


GUILLAUME FRANC, 1545. 
pean 


(Ceara 


Geis) iss SAR Sa Ga ee. 


GRACES, DOXOLOGIES, ETO. 


1 Come, Christian brethren, ere we part, 2 Brethren! we here may meet no more, 
Join every voice and every heart; But there is yet a happier shore ; 
One solemn nymn to God we raise, And there released from toil and pain, 


One final song of grateful praise. Soon, brethren, we shall meet again. 
H. K. WHITE, 


488 Zwei Stimmen.—s.s. 6.6. D. 


Thuringian Volksweise, 
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1 Comes, children, ere we part, 2 If here we meet no more, 
Bless the Redeemer’s name; May we in realms above 
Join every tongue and heart With all the saints, adore 
To celebrate His fame. Redeeming grace and love. 
Jesus, the children’s Friend, Jesus, the ‘children’s Friend, 


Him whom our souls adore, 
His praises have no end ; 
Praise Him for evermore. 
J. HART. 
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Him whom our souls adore, 
His praises have no end; 
Praise Him for evermore, 
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GRACES, DOXOLOGIES, ETC. 


Mational Anthem,—6.6.4. 6.6.6.4. 


1 Gop bless our native land ; 
May Heaven’s protecting hand 
Still guard our shore. 
May peace her power extend, 
Foe be transformed to friend, 
And Britain’s power depend 
On war no more. 


2 O Lord, our monarch bless 
With strength and righteousness, 
Long may she reign ; 
Her heart inspire and move 
With wisdom from above; 
And in a nation’s love 
Her throne maintain, 


38 May just and righteous laws 
Uphold the public cause, 
And bless our isle. — 
Home of the brave and free, 
The land of liberty ; 
We pray that still on thee 
Kind Heaven may smile. 


4 And not this land alone; 
But be Thy mercies known 
From shore to shore: 
Lord, make the nations see, 
That men should brothers be, 
And form one family 
The wide world o’er. 


W. E. HICKSON, 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 


HYMN 
A BEAUTIFUL land by faith Isee .. 265 
A children’s temple here-we build 385 
A home in heaven! What a - Joyful 266 
A little child may know .. . 407 
A little kingdom I possess Se -- 202 
A little ship was on the sea Be .- 408 
A little word may bliss impart .. +» 212 
A mourning class, a vacant seat -. 3gl 
A sinner, Lord, behold! I stand a GO 
A Temperance band we meet .. 466 
Abide with me, fast falls the eventide 352 
Alas! and did my Saviour bleed 221362 
All hail the power of Jesu'sname ... 306 
All people that on earth do dwell ithe & | 
All praise to Thee,O Father .. 33,367 
All things bright and beautiful . 26 
All things praise Thee, Lord most thigh 3 
All ye that pass by . 52 
Almighty Father, hear our cry . oe? 
Almighty Father, hear the prayer .. 149 
Almighty God, in humble prayer .. 143 
Almighty God, Thy piercing eye .. 262 
Almost persuaded now to believe seals 
Among the deepest shadesof night .. 12 
And is it true, as I am told >. 410 
And now another dayis gone .. eBay 
And shall we dwell together .. Are) 
Another year has passed away . .. 378 
Arise, O Lord, and shine .. . 293 
Around the throne of God in heaven .. 409 
As with gladness menofold .. ve 8D 
Author of life, with grateful heart .. 356 
Awake, and sing the song.. Saal 
Awake, my soul, and with the sun «. 340 
Awake, my soul, in joyfullays .. ay Se 


BEAUTEOUS scenes on earth appear 271 
Begin at once! In the pleasant days .. 459 
- Begone, unbelief. my Saviour is near.. 167 


Behold, a Stranger at the door . ». 112 
Behold, behold the Lamb of God fe = D8! 
Behold, O Lord our God . .. 467 
- Behold the mountain of the Lord .. 308 
_ Be kind to one another .. & we 214 
Be not swift to take offence... «. 215 
Be present at ourtable, Lord .. . 481 


Beset with snares on every hand g 
Beyond the grave’s dark portal .. E 
Blessed Jesus, ere we part ape 
Blessed Jesus, life is fair . of 
Blessed Saviour, Thou hast toldus .. 395 
Brightest and best of the sons of fs 
Brightly gleams ourbanner .. 5 

_ By cool Siloam’s shady rill Srey keg 
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HYMN 
CAN anyone begin too soon . .. . 158 
Can I, a little child. . « 412 
Childhood’s years are passing ry er us.. 131 
Children know but little .. be -. 449 
Children of Jerusalem . -. 411 
Children of the heavenly King - o. ASL 
Children once were heard to sing «- 322 


Christians, awake, salute the happy 28 
Christ the Lord is risen again .. 65 
Come, children, and join « te -. 302 
Come, children, ere we part a 

Gome, children, ‘tis Jesus commands... . 108 
Come, Christian brethren, ere we part 487 
Come, Christian youths and maidens 376 
Come, friends, the world wants mend- 461 
Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove 79 
Come, happy children, come and raise 69 


Come, Holy Spirit, come .. Oo i aeaasey 
Come, let our voices join .. Sic «+ OT 
Come, let us all unite and sing .. ed 
Come, let us join our cheerful songs .. 74 
Come, let us Join the hosts above +. 327 
Come, let us join with one accord .. 314 
Come, let us sing of Jesus.. 5 77 


Come, praise your Lord and Saviour... 39 
Come, raise a sweet, a joyful song 


Come, sing with holy gladness .. Bremer + \ 
Come to J esus, little one . . 419 
Come to the Saviour, make no delay .. 117 
Come, ye children, sweetly sing.. .. 188 


Courage, brother!’ do not'‘stumble + 227 


DARE to do right, dare to be feng «. 473 


Day by day the manna fell : Ae Med 10} 
Day by day we magnify Thee .. eee: 
Deal gently with the erring one ». 472 
Dear Jesus, ever at my side ae a. Oe 


Dear Master, what can childrendo .. 246 
Death has been here and borne away.. 392 


Do not rashly judge thy brother .. 468 
EARTH below is teeming a -- 368 - 
Ere another Sabbath close cig? Neth coer OEm 
Eternal Father, strong to save .. .- 150 
Every little stepI take .. ag +» 406 
FAIR waved the golden corn +. 245 


Faith is a living power from heaven .. 165 
Faith is the thought on which I rest . 
Father, from Thy throne of glory’ 
Father in heaven, we ask Thee. 
Father, I wake Thy love to praise 
Father, lead me day by day ©.. 
Father, let Thy benediction. .. 
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HYMN 
Father of heaven, bless .. ae -- S11 
Father of mercies, hear .. Sond ey 
Father, while the shadows fall . 413 
Fierce raged the tempest o’er the deep 40 
For a season called to part B - 307 
For the beauty of the earth ne oa AGE 
For Thy mercy and Thy grace .. -. 360 
Forward! be our watchword .. .. 254 
From year to yearinlove we meet .. 377 
GENTLE Jesus, meek and mild: Bee alr 
Gentle Shepherd, Thou hast stilled .. 390 
Give to our God immortal praise eles) 
Glory to the Father give .. 30 
Glory to Thee, my God, this night +. Bot 
God ‘Almighty heareth ever ae «3 416 
God bless our native land.. 3 .- 489 
God bless our Sunday school .. -- 380 
God bless our T emporende band +» 462 
God entrusts to all . ao +. 248 
God Eternal, Lord ofall . aes 
God is love! His mercy brightens oye 
God is so good that He will hear -» 420 
God loves little children .. sn 438 
God made the sun to shine by day -. 421 
God make my life a little light. .. 418 
God of Heaven, hear our singing «6299 
God of light, in mercy bending .. o0s 
God of love, before Thee now .. Bo) 
God of love, with sweet accord .. 2... 306 
God of merey, God of grace = «- 295 
God of mercy, throned on high .. .. 144 
God of ovr life, our morning songs .. 342 
God, who hath made the daisies ‘cag 
Go thou in life’s fair morning .. .. 242 
Go when the morning shineth . ois ET 
Grace! 'tisa charming sound .. .. 182 
Gracious Saviour, gentle peere ces. -. 142 
Gracious Spirit, dwell with me. «» 88 
Gracious Spirit, Love Divine .. an iO) 
Great Giver of allgood .. 365 


Great God, and wilt Thou condescend 20 
Great Goa, behold, before Thy throne 82 
Great God, to Thee my voice I raise .. 292 
GreatGod, with wonder andwithpraise 95 


HAIL, Sweetest, dearest tie that binds 286 


Hail the children’s festal day .. a Ono: 
Hail to the Lord’s Anointed .. «- 305 
Hallelujah! Heisrisen .. fe se 63 
Happy, Saviour, would I be 3a -- 166 
Happy the children who are gone +. 261 


Happy the child whose youngest years 232 
Happy the home when God is there .. 240 
Hark! a stillsmall voiceisheard .. 116 
Hark! round the God oflove .. S16 


Hark! ten thousand thousand voices. » 309° 


Hark! the Gospel news is sounding .. 115 
Hark! the joyous sound is swelling .. 312 
Hark! the voice of love and mercy .. 54 
Hark! what mean those holy voices .. 30 
Heavenly Father! we draw near Thee 318 
He leadeth me! Oh, blessed OTe 172 
He liveth long, who ‘liveth well. . 203 
Here, Lord, we offer Theé all that is .. 372 
Here we suffer griefand pain .. +. 288 
Holy Bible, book Divine .. ea 22-98 
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HYMN 
Holy Father, cheerourway .. oo OR 
Holy, holy, holy Lord 89 
Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty. 88 
Holy Spirit, faithful Guide ; 78 
Holy Spirit, hear us ae on BOE 
How blest are they who strive .. «+ 298 
How can we serve Thee, Lord .. .- 330 
How dearly God must love us .. oo Ske 
How doth the little busy bee .. .. 442 
How fine has the day been! «> Son 


How good and pleasant is the sight .. 29 
How happy is the youth who hears .. 233 
How long sometimes a day appears .. 263 
How proud we are, how fond to show.. 443 
How shallthe young secure their hearts 101 


How sweet is the Bible! .. me + agg 
How sweet it is in early youth .. +. Dae 
How sweet when the morning .. .. 321 
Hushed was the evening hymn .. .+ 237 
I AM so glad that our Father in heaven 200 
I come to Thee, my Father = 94 
I give myself to Thee rr 1. 238 
I have a dear and happy home. -- 436 
I have found a precious Saviour -. 183 
I hear thee speak ofa betterland .. 267 
I hear Thy welcome voice ae -. 169 
I know not what awaits me ake .. 253 
Ilay my sinsonJesus .. ae -- 10 
. Llove my precious Saviour a «. 243 
Llove the name of Jesus .. Be «. 2ee 
TI love to hear the story. . +4 248 
I love to think, though I am young oe ge 
I often say my prayers . «+ 454 
I often think of heathen lands . »» 30 


I sing the almighty power of God ... 24 
I thank the goodness and the grace .. 437 
I think, when I read that sweet story.. 415 


I want to be like Jesus ait . 221 
I would be like an angel . ae . 974 
I would be 'Thy little lamb | i .. 414 
If anything seems hard & dort «- 435 
If I come to Jesus .. . + «» 457 
If Jesus Christ was sent .. a o. 165 
I'ma pilgrim andastranger .. +» 280 
I’m but astrangerhere .. as os 285 
I’m glad I ever saw the day : «- 185 
In God’s own house for me to play -. 325 
In God’s unchanging word there stands 476 
In our work andinourplay .. -. 23 


In the Christian’s home in glory «. 278 
In the field with their flocks abiding .. 32 
In the morning hear my voice .. -. 844 
In the soft season of thy youth .. +» 234 
It is not earthly pleasure .. é 

I've found a Friend; Oh, such a Friend 195 


JESUS, blessed Saviour .. $e .. 358 
Jesus is our Shepherd... Sd -. 199 
Jesus keep me near the Cross . -- 60 
Jesus little children blesses Bis .. 434 
Jesus, Lord, we look to Thee .. = 2a 
Jesus, loverof my soul .. oe oe AOR 
Jesus loves me! thisI know .. .. 431 
Jesus! Name of wondrous love. . oo Be 
Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me «- 426 
Jesus, the very thought of Thee «. 174 
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HYMN 
Jesus, we love to meet... ae te ook 
Jesus, when a little child . e -. 219 
Jesus, when He left the sky f -- 427 


Joyfully, joyfully onward we move .. 287 
KIND words can never die as ows} 


LAMP of our feet, whereby we trace .. 100 
Lead me to the Rock that’s higher .. 194 


Let children come .. .. 114 
Let children proclaim their Saviour ve Oe 
Let dogs delight to bark and bite .. 428 
Let me think if I were dying .. -- 259 
Let us gather up the sunbeams. .. 224 
Let us with a gladsome mind"... wemetd: 
Life is real life is earnest Gan 
-Life is the time to serve the Lord -- 256 


Like mist on the mountains, Bbe ships 258 


Little beam of rosy light . ~- 422 
Little children, come to J esus .. «. 456 
Little children, praise the Saviour .. 424 
Little drops of water ae ae «. 423 
Little feet are passing. 5 +. 444 
Little raindrops feed the Tee. 3 -- 300 
Little travellers Zionward =e «. 425 
Lo, at noon, ’tis sudden night .. #256 
Look not on the wine-cup bright .. 478 
Lord, a little bandandlowly .. cae 
Lord, at the closing of the day .. -. 300 


Lord, by whose providence, once more 359 
Lord, give me light todo Thy work .. 401 


Lord, how delightful ’tis to see .. be, oon 
Lord! ife’erJ dare tospeak .. ae, OL, 
Lord, I have passed another day .. 349 


“Lord, I would own Thy tendercare .. 133 
Lord'J esus, I long to be perfectly mole 130 
Lord Jesus, shall it ever be a . 244 
Lord, let our prayers to Thee ascend .. 393 
Lord, speak to me, that I may speak .. 400 
Lord, this day Thy children meet... 328 
Lord, Thy children lowly bending 175 
Lord, who hast made me Thy oat child i 
Love each other, little children. . 

Love God with all your soul and strength 318 
‘Lover of little children, Thee .. . 438 


MAKE use of me, my God ae «. 403 
Many voices seem to say .. AE .. 205 
Mary, tothe Saviour'stomb .. Paes)” 
Master, the tempest is raging .. . 153 
May the grace of Christ our Saviour |. 483 
May we who teach the rising race «. 399 
Mighty God, while angels bless oe woe et 
More like Jesus would I be . . 125 


My dear Redeemer and my Lord .. 220 
My God, how endless is Thy love .. 346 


My God, my Father, whileI stray .. 249 
My God, who makes the sun to know... 343 
My heart and voice I raise .. 64 


My Jesus, I love Thee, I know Thou rome lyst 
My rest is in heaven, my rest is not here 275 


My soul, repeat His praise oe Cagegl Ci 
NEVER lose the goldenrule .. 2+) 216 
Now be the Gospel banner ce +. 304 
Now condescend, almighty King -. 320 

owina song of erateful praise se L78 


Now that my journey’s just begun .. 159 
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HYMN 
Now the day is over 5 - 355 
Now to the Lamb that once was slain... 485 


O GOD of Bethel! by whose hand .. 126 
O happy land! Ohappyland .. -- 269 
O have ye not heard of a beautiful .. 277 
O Llove to think of Jesus as He sat .. 429 


O Jesus, I have promised .. id +» 222 
O little birds that all day long . 450 
O Lord, with thankful hearts we meet 405 
O rouse ye, Christian workers .. . 463 
O sing to the Lord, whose bountiful « . 361 
O Spirit of the living God - -. 207 
OthatI,like Timothy .. - 102 


O that the Lord would guide my ways 85 
O Thou from whom all gifts proceed .. 480 
O Thou, who on the mountain heights 464 
oO Thou, whose bounty fills the earth.. 373 
O Thou, whose chosen place of birth.. 469 


oO timely happy, timely wise .. . 339 
O what can little hands do A +» 441 
O worship the King ae ee 
Onee, in royal David's city ES is LSS 
Once more, before we part « 484 
Once more, O Lord, a youthful band .. 382 
On Samuel, when a tender child i138) 
On the waters dark and drear .. an 158) 
On what has now been sown .. -- 348 
One there is above all others .. «+ 193 
Onward, Christian soldiers 7 . 247 


Our blest Redeemer, ere He breathed.. 84 
Our Father, God, who art in heaven .. 119 
Our fathers were ‘high-minded men .. 307 


PASS me not, O gentle Saviour »- 128 
Poor and needy though Ibe © .. ++ 439 
Praise to God, immortal praise.. chee 


REMARE, my soul, the narrow bounds 381 
Remember thy Creatornow .. 7156 
Rescue the perishing Ty aie mae yt | 
Ring the bells of heaven .. ya es Oe 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me.. 5 5 


SABBATH schools are England’s glory br 
Safe in the arms of Jesus.. An . 189 


Safely, safely gathered in. ete .. 388 
Salvation, O the joyful sound a .. 296 
Saviour, again to Thy dear name we .. 337 
Saviour, bless a little child = «. 446 


Saviour, breathe an evening oe Be 351 
Saviour, for Thy love we praise Thee.. 36 


Saviour, like a Shepherd lead us sana fi) 
Saviour, round Thy footstool bending.. 129 
Saviour, teach me day by day .. ree 
Saviour, while my heart is tender te ok 
See the shining dewdrops.. ere oo tel 
Shall hymns of gratefullove .. 7 S07; 
Shall we gather at the river aa -. 278 
Shall we meet beyond the river. . 279 
Sin has a thousand treacherous arts . . 154 
Sing a hymn to Jesus as me Bre! ke) 
Sing them over again to me Fi reais) 
Sing we a song of praise to- se .- 460 
So early in the morning .. «. 402 
Songs of praise the angels sang. . oo 28 
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HYMN 
Soon as my youthful lips can speak odes 
Soon shall set the Sabbath sun . «» ddd 
Sow in the morn thy seed - 398 
Sowing the seed by ‘the daylight fair. . 228 
Speak gently,itisbetterfar  .. - 210 
Speak the truth, for that is right +. 209 
Spirit Divine, attend our prayers SG 
Stand up, stand upforJesus .. 252 
Strengthen thy stakes, extend pe cords 384 
Summer days are coming.. : «. 447 
Summer suns are glowing ee .. 366 
Sunny days of childhood .. & ». 190 
Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear .. 345 
Sweet flowers are blooming in rg SATS 
Sweet hour of prayer oF . 148 
Sweet is the time of spring ar ++ 364 
Sweet praises I sing . out LDF 
Sweet the lessons Jesus taught. «+ 455 
Swift the moments fly away .. +. 255 
TAKE my life and let it be oH v. 23h 
Take the name of Jesus with you... 180 
Teil it out among the heathen .. -. 290 
Tell me the old, old story.. aye Spee 
Tenderly He leads us .» 201 
The Bible, the Bible, more. precious os 196i 
‘Lhe blind man in his darkness .. Stas) 
The boys and girls of England .. ~. 475 
The darkness now is over.. os -. 338 
The fields are all white .. ~. 370 
The God of heaven is pleased to see .. 451 
The great Physician now is near .. 196 


The Lord attends when children pray 136 
The Lord is our Shepherd, our Guardian 198 
The Lord’s my Shepherd, I'll not want 197 
The Master hath come, and Hecallsus 47 
The Masteriscome, and calleth forthee 109 
The morning bright, with rosy light .. 453 
Themorning rom dcpleyahatr sweets 264 
The night was wild, and Soe 3 winds 44 


The seed of Temperance truth . «- 465 
The village home was sad Ae 123 
The voice of free grace cries, escape to 107 
The voices of the spring, O Lord .. 863 
The world looks very beautiful . Be i} 
The year is swiftly waning > +. 369 
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